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DIRGE.* 


THE MONARCH’S 


The glories of Out birth and state 
Arc shadows, actaubaUtminl tbiugr, 
Thera ia no armour against fan;: 

DcuLh lays his icy hand on iingi; 
Sceptre and crowd 
Muil tumble down, 

Ami in the dust be equal made 

With the poor crook ad icytbo add spado. 


Some men with swords may reap the field, 
And plant fresh laurel* where they kill: 
But their euong dm vea at lust must yieiu. 
They Lstne but one another still: 

Early or laL* 

They stoop In fate, 


And mlMLgjve Up their murmuring breath, 

When they, pale captives, creep to death* 

The parland* wither on your brow, 

ThOo tKast no more jout* mighty deeds; 

Upon death's purple altar now 
See where the victor victim bleed*: 

All heads must come 
To the cold tomb; 

Only Lh.fi actions of the just 
Smell irt'wt, and blouom In the dust. 

* Three 6nS moral *Un»J were whiten, two COulurire ago, 
by James Shirley. They were eel to muelc, and (strange to 
tell) became • favourite song with Charles the Second 


MARIUS AMID THE RUINS OF CARTHAGE, 


BY MRS. LYDIA M. CHTLD. 


Pillars are fallen s.L thy feel, 

Fane* quiver jr> the air, 

A pn.vsi rate city is thy seat,. 

And Itum alone art there.. 

Jfo change come* o'er thy noble-brow, 
Though ruin is amuutl elite; 

Thine eye beam burna os proudly now 

Ai when the laurel cwwn’d the*. 

It cannot bend chy Infty soul, 

Though friends and fame depart; 

Thfl tar of fate may o>r tluo roll, 

Jfor crush thy Homan heart. 

Ami ceniuilmch electric power, 
Which e*nh can never Utrmi; 

S 


Bright suns may ftnrch, and dark clutub lower, 
Ila fldjJi is nil! the wnoo. 

The dreams we loved In early Ilfs 
May ttiftt! like mlat away; 

Hit’ll Lhauchta may seem, r mid passion's strife, 
Lite Canhi^o in decaj; 

And proud hopes in the human heart 
May be to ruin hurl'd; 

Lllte mould 1 ring mmunifni* of art 
Heap'd nn aaLeepiug world; 

Ydl Lbor* ls*emeth|np wL|| not die, 

Whore life imh an c* been falrj 

Some lowering thmushls nCill roar □□ High, 
Somo Ruemq IJbgnr* the re. 


2 



THE WEAVER'S SONG, 

BY BJflEtT CORNWALL, 


W*a vs, brother*, w*ik(!—S wJfUy thtow 

The shuttle athwart lbs foam, 

And show iia bow bricUly yemr flowsresrow, 

Thu havo beiuty but ho psrTuFrvel t 

Come, ((now iu the row, wiib a hundred dye*q 
The lily, that hath no (pyr f 
Tub vMii r i]wpu ymr lcuu-iuth i eyes, 

And th« HiUh rv?t* me-noil 

Sing -BirtE n brnheT*! weave and sfrtgt 
'Tia Bond biLhto amp and weare; 
j TIb heuef w nnifli tli.tii life Id Lei 
'Til hollar In jnp Lhan grjeve. 


brut.berip weavel^Weivf, Mid bid 

The colour* of (urumL glowl 
Lei grate In eith gliding llirrad: be h \A\ 

Let beauty about ye blow] 

Lai your skein be Ion?. end ynnMilli be fine* 

And your hands huh firm end. aur*. 

Their uur Lima nor chintfi Until yuurwnrk umwlae, 
But ell lake a. truth todiin. 

SInc- einp, bruthere! weava and sing! 

'T is good both in (in? end weave; 

T’li better la work than live idle; 

9 TIh bettor to ting than grieve. 


ENDURING LOVE. 


Oua love hu been no summsr flower, 

Fpr jQjf'i bright chaplet hraided; 
pjwplmg when :finsp?ai* d*rbiy lower. 

By sriaffl bleak wluior faded. 

We have not laved tike Lho« who plight 

Their troLb In Bunny wearier, 

While lHvnin green, and alcies vfl bright 
To tread. life 1 * pith's together, 

Bui irft have Loiod u lh r «rti who tread 
The L-'ltarny pith of sorrow.. 

With clouds o' w can-ip a ml (HUH Iu drmil 
Still deeper gloom (o tfiormw. 
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t That thorny path, thorn cloudy eIc ie«, 

Ha to drawn our apirlLs nfianer f 

And mulei’d hi, by hdlieai tie*, 

Each Lq the other dearer. 

\ Love, born In houre of joy and mirth* 

With mirth end joy may perish.; 

That In which darker ilt;l give birth 
StLM more and more we cherish. 

It ii'oku beyond tho clouds of time, 
Through death 1 *1 dim, shadowy puri.nl, 
Dlade by adrenliy sublime— 

By filth and: hope immortal. 


CHANGES 

\ 

Thm presence or perpetual change 
la ever nn the eanh; 

To-day is only i| the sell 
Thai give* to-morrow birth. 

Where stood ihe tower there trows the weed; 

Where (mod the weed, the lower 
No present hour iLa likeness leaves 
TiJ to; ruiu.ro liutiri 


OF TIME. 

I Of each imperial city bu||t 

Far on the eastern plains, 

A desert waste of lamb and sand 
fa ail that dow remain, 
j. Our own fair city filled with life 

Hu yet a future day t 
When power, and majesty, and. might, 
} Will Llll h*TD ptUMCdttWHy. 
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RICHES AND POVERTY* 


Fiw t save the poor,, feel for the poor; 

The rich know flirt hew hard 
Ilii Co b# of needful M 
And needful reft debarred. 

Their paLha are pMbs of ptenreousneH; 

They il^ep on beds of dnwe; 

And never tii ink how heavily 
Thif wewy head l3ea down- 

v ol m*—a 


They know pot of |ha scanty ir.eaL 
Wilh, pale thin fatM raund; 

Ifo fire upon the dreary hearth 
When enow id on the ground. 
They never by the window lean, 
And see the guy p mb hy; 

Then taka Lhoir weary laak again, 
But with a Mdder eye. 


THE TOUCHSTONE 

’Tis not while the fkiry bark fan* the green in ) 

That the strength of the bark may be known; 

And Hi* not In prosparlry^ hour that the truth 
Or iha fervor cf friend* un be shown, 


OF FRIENDSHIP. 

Hot the bark must be proved when the temper is high, 
When danger* ami mountain-wave* pre«; 

And the friend when ibe norm of aclwenny's plgh 
For the leuchilone of friendship's durtroai- 
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JULIA BRACE. 

This unfortunate female, who has been Mini], dssf, and dumb from rnrly ihfiitltf, la an Inmate nf (lir asylum in Hartford. 
Her Intelligence and armenes* are almiwt Incredible to Hints who have not Been her, and truly astonishing to those who 
have. The following nmus in> by Mrs. $leouTney. 

A jiisoLPn group from diatant homes 
In youth and health and hope arc here- — 

But yet Boris Latent evil stems 
To mark their lot with frown severe; 

And on# there la t upon whose soul 
A fit ictiuti'i thrice- wreath f rl chain Is laid* 

Dime sirangrr 'mid a world of *>uud, 

And lock'd In mldoighL’s deepest shade. 

T 


Amid ihat group her curious hands, 

OW brow and tr* m, Imemly airay; 
llnth sympathy her hoart-slnucs wrung, 

That fl.Ti.lljr ihliasht turns awayi 
Her mystic thouduts wr may not sell,—-■ 

For Irmcc ewlble and lone, 

No eye exi'lne* Uleir hcrmit-cell 
Sava that which lights the Eternal Throne. 



THE POET'S 1, O T. 


Titk peel's Lovely faith create* 

The beauty he believe*; 

The Sight that m his fntitalepa will*! 

lltf from himself retelvefl- 

Illl let may h-p a wi'Ary la - ., 

H s thrall a heavy lb rail i 
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And carts snd griefs the crowd kntw aoL 
His heart may koow them all. 

But Still he hath I mightier dower, 

The loveliness that ihruwfl 

Arvuiind the emnivinn ihriiM'ht Add hour 

The beauty nf the rues. 
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LINES ON BEING STOPPED BY A LADY FROM PLUCKING A ROSE 


On' ppnl+TtiJ my pemie Howlf* 

The slender crc nlurc of i day! 

Lai ii blown >r>uL Liv Li Lite hour, 

AnJ p-hoi Kwray. 

Ton *xin S\x floptinc charm# muti He 
Doc ay’i)! unuotU-'d, uverthrown. 

Oh! b^n not ita dcaS.lnj 1 — 

T cm like thy bwq. 

The breers wi'l rn*m tbtawiy 10 marrow, 
And fll'h Lo find id piny male eerier 
Th* brs *HI dime iu awceu to borrow. 
And men wuh aoD», 


Oh! spuftl-and 141 It nil! Otitlpttid 
Its beaut in to Lhe pueinr eye, 

And took up from ha |nw|y bed 

To we ttoeefay. 

Spjpp then th Lb humble monum^nl 
Of in Almiibly’a poww and akill, 

And lei it vi HI# ahrlne ptiiwiii 
ltd homage suit. 

He rondo It, who make* nauibi In *Mn; 

He wtichta it, who walthfiihMi 
And be can best Ha dale ordain, 

Who bide ll Of. 
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THE WEARY CRUSADER. 


liV M1M ei'^WniC 11. fcT_ ttT;nr!T!T t 


Await, away will ihe plume snd cfesU 
Away with the glittering spear j 
AiJ bear-me hick to my tesmiful west, 

For I'm way-wiiTu and perishing licrCi 
0 to he from my husoin elite vm ofEicel, 

From my wrist these bjozm. tiarhrJa ; 

And my ahrunken tiesh once more Jet me feci, 
Wilh my shrivelled aitd sunburnt hands. 

Away, away nirh the warrior's fame* 

Away with hie false hopes now | ■ 

I have labored for glory and gained mo b name, : 

But ibc cold earth pillows my brow. 

I Forwuk cbe green hills of my awn blight land, , 

AijJ vaEitA &lI LL^.'^ra.na.jd fiiij j. 

I have pAbStd o + er (he *i% and the desert aond, J 
A ltd he rc I mujst die in despair* 


Away, sway with ihe gilded star ! 

Away with the lance I have home !' 

To gaze on [be homo of my heart afar, 

I'd jive lhe bright honora I've worn. 

Of wliBi tiow avjtitcih my tears and loti ? 

And the blood that my hatrds hove shed T 
The bones of my comrades cover the soil, 

And che Turk stalks over the dead, 

Awsy, away with lhe shout lhai rung,— 

H Wo swear in iho name of God, 

That we*JI hang the cross where the crcsccnl hung, 
Though its el all’should be mined wtth blood !" 
IJfrtCifurlh HIW ihti cross u T ?f liioCJitisliau land f 
I-*t tl» dVi [tiiv te unfii.kJ t 

Till [ho banner nr’God, in hi* own righl hand, 

Bhali be waved o'er a wondering world. 


FROM THE LOOSE LEAVES OF A TRAVELER. 


O’KR wavy dale or mouniain-crear, f 

Where'er my foot discursive Lread f 
Where'er my vision chance io rest* 

Are scenes of checquei'd beauty spiojid ; \ 

But though my path be through a land 
Betihng fairy’# enarury, 

Pd riilier trick Sahara's mid 

If on my bniu«viaid way to thee! > 


And i]louEjh each hill were Helicon, 

And Grace and Muse besot my aida 
And sued an anti to lean upon, 

I’d sigh for thee my gen do bride— 

Oh ! that the flesh cuukl tak* the wing 
That speeds my tpiril beck to thee, 

And thy fond arm around me ding 

In mure tLan cherish'd memory. ft- H-t 
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TO A BEAUTIFUL GIRL. 


BY WILLIAM II. CARPENTER. 


Thoci hast ■ merry, laughing look, sweet child; j 
And ihy long golden ireases gracefully 
Wave to the soli voluptuous breeze. The will 
And flashing glance, that cornea from thy dark 

eye, 

fi eloquent with meaning ;■—and thy brow, 

Hath in its high arched beauty more at heaven 
Than e’en iha thoughts of many worshipers, who 
bow, 

Yet scarce know why, then deem themselves for- 
given. 

Sh.ne on ! for than art very beautiful; 

Bright hope bmlh plumed lor ibee his rainbow 
wing. 

And joy h»th Bought die richest Bowers (o cull. 

To braid thy Life's fresh gaiintid.—And ihe spring 
Of tby young fancies, in its upward gush, 

Is swelling clearly now ; though, soon, perhaps. 

Its sources may he troubled.—And the bush. 

That eooLhed thy spirit 1 * wanderings, relapse, 

Iqjo a stormy chaos. There will come 
Hours, when ihy soul aweary of this life 
Witt seek to close its senses to the hum. 


Of gaudy ftutteners, and ihe eons of sirife. 

Then wilt thou ope the chambers of thy mind; 
(When die gay world seema curtained from die 
sight, 

And all the ihrflgfl afyisiblc sense, confined 
To the brief circle of a (aper'a Jighi,} 

And in dm ip nelt.de of (hai lone hour. 

Will rise (he visions of forgot ten things, 

OF days lung pafii [ when in die summer bower 
Thou duisi enjoy (he fairy whiappringR, 

Of (ha tremulous Itaves, And ihe soft press 
Of (hai liftiid fondly clasped within thine own. 
Whose eyes mn thine widi equal tenderness; 

Who so voice, e’en now, whene’er its sweet low 
rone 

Cornea up within (hy memory, doth start 

A quicker pulse ; and calls the eloquent blood, 
From the intricate wanderings- of the hear!. 

To tiiandc o'er (hy brow. And it is guod 
That wo should have a wdi, wherein itjc things 
Of Other dny» are irras‘irei.i ; so that the soul, 
May drink of its own w&lerq, when ihe springs 
Of (he world’s fountains are dried up. 


THE INVOLUNTARY PRAYER OF HAPPINESS. 


BY N . 

I have enough, oh God ! My heart, to-night, 
Rum over wiih lbe fulness of anient; 

As I look out upon, ihe fragrant tiara, 

And from the beauty of the night tnkc in 
My priceless portion—yet myself no moie 
Than in the universe a grain of sand— 

1 feel Hie glory who could make a world. 

Ye i in die lost depthi of the wilderness 
Lea™ erti a flower imperil I 

Rich, though poor? 

My low roofM cottage is, this hour, a Heaven ! 
Music is in it—-and ihe song she sings, 

That sweet voic'd wife of mine, arrests the eaj 
Of my young child, awake upon her knee; 


F * WILLIS. 

‘f And, wiih hm calm eye on bis niQ4ier*« fiiv 

{ My noble hound lies couchant; and ail here— 

| All in this hide home, yet boundless Heaven—. 

: Are, in such love hb 1 have power lo give, 

| Ult'secd to overflowing! 

Thou, who lonVai 
| Upon tny brimming heart this (ranquil eve, 

\ Knowest He fdnena, Jig thou dost the dew 
i Sent to the hidden violet by Thee! 

{ And, sa dial flower from its unseen abode 
| Sends ns swept breath, up duly to the sky, 

I Changing its gift to incense—ao, oh God ! 
j May ihe swtici drops tlwu to my Jumble cup 
l Find (heir fur way from Heaven, send back, in prayer, 
i Fragrance at ihy throne welcome! 
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Till} WIDOW’S MITE. 


It is liie fruil of waking Houis 

When culicra arc 

When moaning round [lie low thole LM roof 
The winds oi winlcr creep. 

it is ihc fruit of summer days 
Pise in a gloomy room. 


J When Olliers nre nbrond tc triple 

Tilt ] ilco. 3 Q.nt ritoriiLtig 1 LIhIluti- 

t Tib given from a seamy si ore 
And nus^J while tl is given : 
*Tis ginen—for iho claims of earth 
i Are teas iLaji lIiosc of heavens 




M ARY 


ST OLIVER W « ITOLMES. 


It thy name Mary, maiden fair 7 
Huch (houtd* merhinkSt its rmiftic he j 
The sweetest name that mnrtala beir f 


Were best befiting thee ; 

And she to whom it once was given* 
Wat half of earth and half of heaven. 


“TIME, F'AITH, ENERGY”* 

DT LI3CT Hoorun. 


lira li words end hopeful!—fold them to thy hearty 
Timr, FaiLh and Energy, are gifts sublime; 

If ihy lone bark the threatening waves surround^ 
Make them of all thy silent thoughts a pari. 

When ihouwould'nt cast thy pilgrim-stafTiwiy , 
Breathe to ihy soultheir high, mysterious sound, 
And faint not in the noontide ot thy day v —. 

Wait thou. for Time 1 

Wait thou for Time—-ihe slow-unfolding flower 
rhidt-a mfin'B impatient haste with long delay; 

The harvest ripening in the auicunmil sun— 

The golden fruit of Buffering's weighty power 
WiiI nn the soul—like soft belt’s silvery chime 
Kepeit the tones, if fame may not bo won, 

Or if the heart where thou shun Ed's* tmd a shrine, 
Breathe forth do bJcsMih-j on ihy lonely way, 

W*jt thou far Time—it harha sorcerer^ power 
To dim life's mockeries that gayly shjn* t 
To lift the veil of ocemmg from die real. 

Bring to thy soul a rich or fun r fid dower 
Write goltirn traetry mi (he suuds of Lie, 

And raise the drooping heart I rum w.it'iies ideal, 

To a h]^h purpjto in a wutld uf ^trilo. 

Wait tiiou for Time! 


Yob, wait for Time, but to thy heart take Faith, 
Suit bcacondiyht upon ft stormy ®ro: 

A mamle for ilie pure in heart, to pass 
, Through a dim world, untouched by living death, 
j A cheerful w hic her ihrough the spini'n Jiiglit, 
Soothing the grief from which sin: may not iltc— 

A herald of glad news—ft Seraph bright, 

Toitiling to fthtltaring havens yet to be. 

Yeft, Faith and Tim*, and ihou that through rhe bout 
Of the lone night hast nerved the feeble hand, 
Kindled the weary he ait wnh sudden tire, 

Ciifted ihr drooping soul wnh living power. 

Immortal Energy : shale iliuu nui be 

While ihe cId tales our waywaid thought* inspire, 

: Linked with each vision of high destiny. 

Till on [be todfeleu buideiB of that land 

Where all js known we find outcertain way, 

' And lose ye, *mid its tmre effulgent light ? 

Kind m lei inters, who cheered m in out gloom* 

■ Seraphs who hghiened griefs with gilded ray, 

| Whi3|K‘ ir ' l1 £ through tcara of cloudlet glory dawning* 
| Say, in the gardens of eternal bloom 
| Will not our hearts, wher. broaki die clnuJ!cni mom 

j big 

) Joy tbit ye led ua through il* drooping night T 
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A PORTRAIT, 


BY OLIVER W. HOLMES. 


A still, sweet, flacicl-p moonlight fave. 
And slightly nonchalant, 

Which seems in claim a middle piece 
Between one’s love and aunt, 


Where childhood's alar heg lefi a ray 
In womans surmicai aky 
A9 morning dew and blushing day 
Oil fruit and blossom lie. 


TO A FRIEND 


BY WILLIAM H , 

A up* of peace and pleasantness, hull aver been j 
thine own, \ 

And friends hive loved thee tenderly t where’er thy | 

worth was known, j 

And ihose who cheered ihy youthful days am ill [ 

around thee now; \ 

And (he eunehaae of a happy heart Ls beaming on !; 

thy brow, [ 

\ 

Thou hist not sought in brilliant throngs the plea- ; 
(FurfH of the hour. 

But quietude and sweet content have been through 
life ihy dower; 

A father’s voice, a mother's smile* tbs convene of 
i friend. 

Rare been to thee Tar brighter boons than festal 
halls could send. 

Deem not that wealth brings happiness ; within the 
mirthful ball, 

Full many m care lies bid beneath a glittering 
coronal: 


CAKPEffTEK, 

And in her splendid solitude full many a tided 
dame* 

Mourns for her girlhood's joyousoesa* and the 
cottage whence she came. 

The wilea of the ambit Sous, and the Fawn logs of 
the mean, 

The guile of low hypocrisy in life's eventful 
scene. 

To Ihcec thou art a arranger* ah l mayat thou never 
know, 

How snnIt'S may cheat a breaking head, or mask a 
pensive brow. 

I would that I could weave for llitc a chaplet rich 
and rare* 

f Whose fadeless flowers, and thornleaa ones, amid 
| ihy sinning hair, 

< Might charm the years to come in love* in love to 
glide awsy T 

j Like the journey of the blessed sun through aum- 
i mer’a brightest day. 
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Fur ihe M^n^inc. 


THOUGHTS OF THE PAST. 


Lno* soft tones of music. 

Scarce ft 91 on the ear f 
Yet touching the spirit 
With melody clear. 

Ye steal through my bosom, 
Awaking each string 

Thai ilirilt’J u* the biiath 

Of afTi-cliou's light wing. 

Dt-nr childhood J Few Erhadow? 

Were thrown o‘er iljy head; 
Few sorrows stole o’er iher, 
Few heart-tliops were shed. 


And e’en, when out gushing, 

A tear lit iliy cheek t 
A smile followed alter 
Thy gladm-at iw pj« : alc+ 

Now, grief hath not found me, 
Y*.m, 41 ill, 00 uiy liieo^r. 
When cm:|y day Vttbn&comc, 
Pensive 1 hough re re*l. 

Clonda darken not o’er me* 

Ft it dim seems the sky 
To that which oure spnikkd 
Ln sapphire on I tig] 1, 


A THOUGHT* 

fiY T. 9 * ARTHUR* 


Etr^tDE a pleasant streamlet, 

I sai me down one day* 

And gaied upon the waters 
Thai gently moved owny.— 

The he ruling dower, the beetling rock. 

And die true of giant limb 
Through which the glorious light of heaven 
Came solemnly, and dim 
And the blue o'eru rolling firm ament 
With its thousand cloudy isles, 

And the son whose beams come down to us 
Like God, our Father’s, smJce— 

These, all upon its bosom 


Were pictured to the eye. 

While the waters of that streamlet, 
Went pure aud peaceful by* 

Oh, be my heart like that vwtfri stream 
That moves in light and shade, 
Wiili the beautiful of earth and tky 
AH pictured ihete, 1 said,— 

And may no dark pollution, 

No stain, of sin be given, 

Bui my spirit pass as that pure stream 
Alt spotless on 10 heaven. 
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For ilia Ladies fllngvzin*- 


TO CAROLINE* 

BY EGBERT S. CHILTON. 


A piJtAiujrr summer morning, 

With HLEch a BLLTie 94 (hi*, ! 

To glad the hcnri, and please the ej'E T 
Isaurely pfiiicci Lilise 

And yet my beari is sighing, ^ 

Because iliou an rtoi mar; 

O! would lIjS.E. thou wen here* dear girl - 

O l would that ittou wetl here 1 

How brightly in yen floweret’s cup, 

Shi riel h tfit! morning dew ! 

And yet, itmiliiiih.H \ would stem mora bright, 
I± ihou wen loukuig luo*— a 


Yon treea would wave more gracefully. 
Yon hnven would look more dear. 
If ihuii wen only here* dear gni J 
If thou vert only here £ 

Yon Tittle gurgling rsvtiler, 

How awccily dolh it flow ! 

And yer, T [ would sound more musical. 
If 1 1 11iij wert saying su! 

The note* of yem gay forest bird, 
Mcihinhs would sound more dear, 

If [lion wen only here, dear gnl1 
ll (bou wen only here t 


WORLDLY CARES. 

BY ELIZABETH T* IXLET. 


The waves that on the sparkling sand } 

Their foaming c reals upheave, 

Lightly receding Irani the land, 

Seem not a truce to leave : \ 

Thus® billows in (heir ceaseless ploy, 

Have worn the solid rocks away, 

i 

The summer winds, which wandering sigh 
Amid ihe forest bower. 

So gently, as they murmur by, { 


Scarce lift the drooping flower; 

Yet bear they, in autumnal gloom, 

Sprung‘a withered beau lies to the tomb. 

Thus worldly cared, though tightly borne. 
Their impress leave behind; 

And spirits, which their bonds would spurn, 
The blighting traces tind ; 

Till altered th mights and hearts stow cold, 
The change ol passing years unfold 
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STANZAS TO A SISTER 


BT E5TWA C. EJIEUBT, 


11 fl>r Ictl in ™ toll— silent le-ar* In wp*p + 

,Ai»sl fM'iH iii. Hoik"* hi UrSif Ihriiu|£J| 'Clin-FLng'a hour, 
And wiHlsiii* frum iiliiftwura dri'p, 

T» [MiiSf mi broken wv&A. n wn*icd i-hitwer! 

1(, mcihi; IlM-P, ?■■■,! (ii"l tlirm t iny. 

Ami Ut bewail lLiuI Wu-ruhlp—lliirruvft; prey l n 


FlLICfA ElEJCAHr 


Air, mark (he airain, sweet fciMer \ welch end pray— Thou dreamest loo of liappiness—ihc deep 
Wean ihy young stainless heart from eatihly ■ And placid joy which |>oci4 point so w»4I: 


things i 

Oh ! wan nui ihon till hfc + B blest morning ray 
Only oVr wither'd bm*’* ies radiance fimgfl; 
HilI give to Heaven thy endow spirit nuttf, 

Ere Horrotv + e tracery iuar the placid htuw. 


. AEps! mori’ii fMwionp, even when ihey ek-cp, 

} Luke ocean's waves are heaved wuli wem swell, 
And they who hear the frequent hnlfJiushcd sigh, 

> Know ’tie ihc wading of Hie storm gone by. 

i 


Gen lie and pure ihmi art—yet is thy soul 

Fill'll wirli a maiden’s vague and pleasant dreams, 
Sweei phantasies, ihat mock aL ihoughi's control, 
Like atoms round thee float, in fancy's beams 
Jim trust them not, young dreamer, hid them Hee— 
Ihey liavo deceived aii others, and will thee. 

Well can I read ihy dreams-—thy gentle heart* 
Already wo i no it'd id its. wish to bless, 

Now longs lor ono, to w hom it may impart 
lit uni old Wealth oL hidden Icndcrnesi, 

And pains to learn tfie inclining nf ihc ihrill 
Winch wakes when fancy stirs aIfcction's rilL 


i Vain are all such visions!—could pi then know 
■ Thearcreliol'm woman's weary lot— 

Uh! couldsi thou read, upon her pride-veiled brow, 
Her wasted lendernesa, her hive Junior,— 

In humbleritsa ol heart thou would^i kneel down, 

J And piay lor strength to wear her victim crown. 

Hut ihon will do ns nil have done before. 

And make thy heart for earthly gods d shrine ; 

; Tlier^ oil allec lion's priceless Iren suits pour, 

There tiofie’s fair flowers in votive garland^ 
twine, 

: And lliou wilt meet the recompense all must 
, Who give to mortal love their Imih and irusi + 
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Ft?r like Lathes' Mn^ozLae, 


“LOOK THROUGH NATURE, UP TO NATURE’S GGD.’ 1 


How pleasantly! ITow plea Fan dy* 

The poei'a (jifted eye, j 

Louki forth on every lutely thing. 

Beneath the bounding sky ; 

Far him arc treasures “luwmg. 

Whore others teckun naught. 

And all that breathes Around him, \ 

Is wnh life and beauty fraught; 

JJg readmit carciully ari^ln, { 

The flower U[hUl ir& tlctll, 

Aj:iI tears iu him are lauly. 

Fur Uud created diem. | 

How graet:fully I how g much. My, 

Fair blossoms gem Iils way j 
Timidly u tiering up ibeir gilts, 

Airndfii the ghirioiia day ; 

No wood flower wastes iis beauty! 

No Icofloi shines in vnin, i 


Far he itods mosl plea Paul lessons ihcro. 
Where [lenca and gladness remit: 

And when .rainbow colors spathic, 

Ili die grass-imbedded dew; 

He loves it in iia WHikpa, 

For God has made ii iuo, 

TJo* r gloriously! how gloriously! 

Beiwmh die selling sun, 

Tli-e western woods are wTapjicd ifi lighi, 
Though day is Almost done; 

Failing jh majesly 1 serene* 

Wtih sweedy lingering grace. 

While higher up Urn radiant t&y, 

Fair Verms lake* her place i m 
Then—in the poefs inmost soul, 
l fisc visions pure and fair; 

And his heart is bowed in worship, 

Fur Gud is everywhere., II. 3f, 


A SOLILOQUY* 

(not hamlet's.) 


To linvc Ll out or fiOt, ill II r 13 die rpiFslioti; 
Whetlier his better for die jaws 10 suiter 
'flu' paiig^ oud torments ol an aching trjiuh, 

I Jr to lake fiit’pL A po ill s t a hosl ai 1 roubles. 

And by exiracinig end (Item 7 To pull, to lug ! 
No muro] And by that lug 10 say we end 
The Eonilv&che, and a thousand nnt util I ills 
The jaw is heir in ! 'Tis a consummation 
Dt'vgmly to be wished. To pull, iu tug! 

Tu lug—perchance id break! Ah! tliure'a ihe 

fab. 

For in chat wrench what o ironies may conic. 
When we have half utilud^’d die Hiubbum fuc 
Must give ua pause, There’s dm reflect 
Thai makes an sc King (oorb ol'&o long life. 

For who would hearihe whips mid slings of pain 
The vile quack's nostrum, demisis" contumely. 


The pones af 3 jo;t€ d.u furred, kind ship’s delay, 

J’1 1 u ihiSulenee of pity, and rite spurns 
Tint patient sickness of the hcaiihy iskc ; 

When he himself luigbi hi* fjjrVw mu kg 
For cw o.i nd. six lienee 1 ? Who would Tankla bear 
To groan and cry beneaih a load of (mica ? 

Uni that ihe dread of something lodg’d within 
The nilken. twisted forceps—hum whose fangs 
No face ai ease reiuriia—pn^zleH the will. 

And makes uj raihtr bear the ilia we have ' 
Than lly 10 oiliora that wo know nut of F 
'i hu? dentists do make cuwards gf us all. 

And shn* ihe native hut of rcsmlmlioii 
Is tic kill'd o*er widi the pule cb*» of fc'tr, 

And TTimsy a one whiing courage seeks the diior, 
Wnh ibis regard his footsteps jimourci Luck, 
Scared ai the name of dentist. 
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LITTLE STTIEAM5* 


BY HART HO WITT, 


Lrm.F streams, in Hplht und shadow ( 

Flowing thmugii the pasture meadow ; 

Flowing by the green wayside; 

Through, lhr furcjl dim and wide ! 

Through ilj-e hamlet slill ami email; 

% the conn^e ; by (lie hall; 

By line ruined abl^y fid I; 

Turning, here and (here, a mill; 
fearing tribute to (he river; 

Link stryatnB, X love you ever l 

3ur(i(li«T music ia [hero flowing; | 

Flowering plants in. them are growing; 

Happy lile ie in them all, 

Cremtiries innocent and small; 

Little birds conn down to drink 

Fearless cm theirleafy brink; j 

Noble (rees Lea id e I hem grow. 

Glooming them with branches low, 

And (wi^een, |ho sui^hip? glancing, 

In their little waves is dancing. 

Linle streams have flowers a many, 

Beautiful ar.d fair as Jiny ; 

Typha BlTong, and green bitr-recd ; 

YVill<jw-herh with cod on seed 
Axrow -head with eye <?f jet, 


And the wsfer-vklet; 

There die flowering tup h you meet, 

And the plumy meadow-sweet; 

And in places deep and Bully, 

Marble-kike, the wuer-ldy. 

Little h( reams, (heir voices cl Leery 
Sound forth welcomes to the weary, 
Flowing on from day in day 
Without Biint and with out May, 
litre, upon iheir flowery bank, 

J n (he old times Pilgrims drank; 

Here, have seen, a a now, pass by 
Kii^flfher and dragon-fly; 

Thofte bright (kings (hat have (heir dwelling 
Where the little streams are welling. 

Down in valleys green and lowly, 
Murmuring not and gliding slowly; 

Up in mourn life- hollows wnld, 

Fretting like n peevish child ; 

Through the lisudel, where all day 
In ihear waves (he children play*— 
Kunfeifefi wcsi, or running east, 

Doing good lo man end licsisl. 

Always giving, weaiy never, 

Liltk sueaniif, I love you everl 
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M AR G A RET 


BY MISS MARION II* EaND. 


A wiywna one lb Margaret, 

To all who know her well; 

She seems lo cast around us all 
Suure wuI'bcKTLlchiiiE fprIS. 

There is A music in her voice, 

A charm in every word, 

And beLter thoughls within [he henrr, 
By those swoel tones are itirn-J, 

I would ye oil knew Morgnrcr,—- 
Wiiy should her loveliness 

Be hidden like the violet, 

One lowly spot lo bless? 

Ycl seek not in ihe giddy maac, 

Where Eh only bows to Fashion ; 

W here lovi-Jy faces oft conceal 
Some dark sad baneful postio-n. 

Oh, peek nol in those darading throngs. 
Though all seems bright and fair; 

Though you may lingsr by thi* way, 
You wlII hoc find her there. 


But in her home, her happy home, 
Whence all deceit is driven ; 

And where, eutneiimes, 1 almost think 

Thm I qlij nvaivi braveu. 

In pcntTe ofTiccs of love. 

In every changing jrrne, 

Iler Eican js like the na*is 
For ever fresh and gu-ca. 

And In ill Li weary wilderness 
Where flower* Lie withering; 

Wlmt wonder if we turn to her 
As sonic reviving spring? 

Ho you not now love Margaret? 

You kiiuw nut yet the whole; 

For high niij mdifc purposes 
Arc shrined within her soul; 

And though her heart, its tenderness 
In deeds of mercy proves, 

Thar heart would face, unshrinkingly, 
E’en death for those she loves. 


A THOUGHT* 

BY T. 3. ARTHUR. 


Decide a plenum atrosnilet, 

I sai me down one day. 

And gaied upon the waters 
That gently moved ewny.— 

The be riding flower, the beetling rock. 

And the tree of giant litnb 
Through which the glorious light of heaven 
Came solemnly, and dim 
And the blue overarching firmament 
With its thousand cloudy isles, 

And the Bun whose beams come down to ua 
Like God, our Father's, eindu?*-* 

These, all upon jna bosom 


Were pic lured to the eye. 

While the waiers of that streamlet, 
Went pure and peaceful by. 

Oh, be my lieart like that sweet stream 
That moves in light and shade. 
With the beautiful of earth and sky 
AH pictured there, t said,— 

And may no dark pollution. 

No stain of Ain hi given, 

Bui my spirit pass 6* that pure stream 
All epoileas on to heaven. 
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TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 

UT FRANCES SARGEKT OSGOOD* 


I womiDnot tHI thee for the world, 

Tiny f&rly lovft **-iEl ctiDjfgo * 

I wuukl not sec thy sweet lip curled 
III scorn, cf wends so strange. 

I would not bid thy smiles away. 

Ji or tint LI [bar apeak mg blush j 
For happy Kpirits k-nd ihe ray, 

A iid timid thoughts the flush: 

Yet, love is bui a dangerous guest 
For hearts so young as thine; 

Where youth’s unshadowed jny should rest, 
Life’s spring-drug Ihikcre* bln tie. 

Tw a non — oh? at! loo soon—would eome, 

In tater years, the s»pe!l T — 

Touching, With cliiij^uig Ihuk, the (jllti. 

Where once but sumhght fell.— * 

Then, sweeitsf, leave the ’wildei-ing dream, ! 

Till '1‘line has nerved (by heart J 

To brook ihe liiluf cloud and gleam. 

Winch mum m love hove pari, ‘ 


j Ah ! life turn many a blessed hour, 

Tim! pn?9ion nov«ir knnw»; 

And youth I my gather many a flower. 
Beside the blushing mr, 

Turn to thy books* my gentle girl J— 
They will nut dim dime eyes ; 

That hair will all as richly cud. 

That blush as brightly rise.— 

Turn to thy friends ! A smite as fond, - 
l>n frLertd^htp’ii lip may he. 

And bri-nthiiig JYutu a heart as warm 

i As love can oiler thee,— 

< 

Turn to f% hame f —A (fuel ion wreathes 
Her dearest garland there: 

Arid mure limn all, a mother breaihcs 
For tliee-—fur thee, bur prayer l 

Ay ! life has many a hallowed hour, 
Thai passion never knows; 

And youth may ol'irn llud a (lower* 

3Lure precious than the liosstu* 

* The flower of Love. 


I 


THE GREAT MAN 


Ears'O him of giant intellect, 

And a ooul high derds to dire, 

And a spirit that will not he crushed, 

By its weight of worldly care, 

Whose pnde can brook no rivalry— 

Ambition, no delay, 

Vt ho will harden his heart ’gainst his fellow men 
If they hinder his onward way_ 


Anri I will show you a nobler one— 

Hu hath conquered liis heart of pride. 
And move ill in cahn ami silent joy 
Still waters of peace beside. 

Ambiiioti he hath, hut 'tea good to do— 
I’udci onus- Father above-— 

High purpose, to win a glorious crown 
In the kingdom of Truth and Love. 


HOME* 


Home of our childhood ! how affection clings. 
And hover* round thee with her seraph wings I 
J Dearer thy hi Ha though clad in autumn brown. 
Than fa tier Bunuiuts winch the cedars crown? 


Sweeter the fragrance of thy summer breeze* 
Timti all Arabia breathes along the aeas J 
The iitratiger's gale watis home the esile’s «i^fo f 
Fur the beart'e temple is its own blue sky * 
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TO MARY 


BY GEORGE D. PRENTICE, 


It is my love's latf toy [ —and booh 
I lb echoes will have died, 

And thou wilt list its low, wild tones 
No more—pale victim* bride !—* 

1 would not, lovely one, that thou 
Shouldn't wrong the heart that deems thee now 
Its gfoty and its pride !— 

I would not thou ihould'st dim with tears, 

The vision of its betier years. 

And yet I love thee, Memory's voice 
Comes o'er me* like the tone 
Of blossoms, wtien their dewy leaves 
In autumu's night-winds moan; 

I love thee still—that look of thine 
Deep in my spirit has Ms shrine, 

And beautiful and lone— 

And there it glows^thM holy form— 

The rainbow of life's evening storm, 

And. dear one, when I gaze on thee 

So pallid, sweet, and frail, 

And muse upon ihy cheek, I well 
Can read its mournful tale ;— 

I know the dews of atetoory oft 


I Are falling beautiful and soft 

Upon IovVa hlnMnnit fwlfN**- 
I know that tears thou lain woutd’st hide 
Are on thy lids—sweet victim-bride. 

£ 

I too have wept. Yon moon's pole light 
Has round my pillow sirayed, 

While I was mourning o'er rhe dreams, 
That blossomed but to fade;. 

The memory tif each holy eve* 

To which our hum jog spirits cleave, 

Seems like some Blur's sweet shade, 

That once shone bright and pure on high; 
But now has parted from the sky. 

j 

J Immortal vision of my heart!—* 

\ Again, again* farewell!—* 

I will not listen to the tones, 

\ Thai in wild music, swell 

From ihe dim past, Thun? tones now fade 
t And leave me nothing but the shade, 

The cypress, and the knelt' 
Adjcu^adicu^iwy task is done— 

And now—God bless thee, gen lie one. 


For the Udici' Magazine. 


LIFE’S BETTER MOMENTS. 


Lire has ita moments t 

Of beamy and bloom; 

Bui they hang like sweet roses 
On the edge of lhe tomb. 

Blessings they bring us, ; 

As lovely as brief; i 

They meet uh when happy* ) 

And leave us in grief. \ 

Hues of the morning, i 

Tinging the sky; 

Contemn the sunbeams, < 

And off with them fly. 

22 


Shadows of evening. 

Hang soft on the shore; 

Darkness enwraps them. 

We see them do more. 

So life's better moments, 

In brilliance appear, 

Dawning in beauty, 

Our juurtiey to cheer. 

Round n» they linger 
Like shadows oi'ev'n ; 

Would thsi we, like them, 

Might mth ini* heaVn I f. n. ir 
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POETRY. 


Th* poet slan<ta on the mountain with the { Without this, we may take the dictionary in 
late of nature before him + calm and placid. \ our hands and settle the definition of every 
If we would enter into his views, wc must go ■: word, and still know as little of the lofty 
where he is. We must catch the direction of | conceptions of the author, eih the weary travel- 
his eye, and yield ourselves up to the instinct- ! lef, who passes round in the fattiest verge 
ive guidance of his will, that we may have a \ which is visible from the mountain, knows of 
secret foretaste of bis meaning—that, we may j the scenery which is seen from its summit, 
be conscious of the image in its first concep- ; It lias been truly said* that Johnson was 
lion—that we may perceive its beginnings and i incapable of conceiving the beauties of Mil- 
gradual growth, till at length it becomes y ion, Yet Johnson was a living dictionary of 
distinctly depicted on the retina of the mind. ' Mi hot's language* 


For the Ltdict' aiagnzjuo. 

INDIAN SERENADE. 

iWnf Jtnm fry a traveler at Prairie Dts C-hitmt, June, 1S34. 
BY A. n, SA JF1ELD. 


^wef.t forest Flower! awoke and smile ; 
And thy pure plaintive notes beguile, 
Lone prairie-bird, our evening hours, 
\Mtd softly silent dewy showers! 

O, Love 3 wiib eyes so like the fiwn* 
Tliiit Loves lo greet the dewy dawn * 
Those eyes to me give life anew, 

As to I he prairie-flower die dew! 


Thy breath is tike the eaHy row, 

Which spring's pellucid raye unclose t 
Sweet as spring's armies r r evening hour, 
When Luna gilds each sylvan bower l 

My throbbing heart tlsy presence thrills* 
And through each nerve now life di si ills! 
Each llioirgbl of dice renews life's ndc— 
My Pledged* my only Indian Bride l 


EARLY DREAMS. 


On ? never anni her dream ear be 
Like Mint early dream of ours, 

When the fairy, Hope, lay down as a child. 
And slept an id opening tlowcr#. 


Linfe we recked of our coming year*, 
We Jancipd ihem jua[ whist we tlui'C, 

Ft>r, w ha lever life's after lights may be t * 
Ji colon its first from the rase. 
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For the Ladies 1 Rlapuzine. 


LOVE SUPPRESSED, 

B r B . Li WILTpS. 


H*aa waft ft lace moai nquiaitely bright. 

And beautiful as is the early morn, 

When first earth blushes in the rosy light. 

And nodding ruaeft and sweet pinks are born + 
Tffft? thus her beauty seemed—serenely fair, 

Aj if T Lwere heaven's own light time kindled there. 

And well I knew that not one charm behind 

Her face—though it ws* an divinely fair— 
Was that surpassing Loveliness of maud 

That breathed like witchery in her very air; 
For gentler heart ne’er heaved 'nealh maiden's vest, 
Tbftn that which beat within her peaceful breast. 

And yet I strove to shun her, and ftrrgtt* 

I knew I was no favoutc of Fate: 

For me to woo Love 1 * seulIc was but to set 
At fearful venture all ih? hidden weight 
And wealth of love, within my heart:—whose wreck. 
Would but Irgret or had remor* awake. 

It waft to waif, through many weary years, 

Till Time should to a ’leled harvest bring 
Those glorious hopes that, like in golden ears, 

I lire wed too lavishly in life's young spring; 
To find the bliss I ihirsud tor, alone, 

When youth's glad freshness was lor ever flown, 

Meihmka Vir well, Too, ihue to win away. 

By hated force, tny heart’s young fantasies 
From worshiping the living fire that lay, 

Lake sunlight, in that lovely maiden's eyes; 


And save from after bitterness of heart 
That had of earth, or grief bo Imle part. 

; And then Atnbi lion's pealing 1 ru mpeMones 

Were ringing high wilhin my armtled ear, 

: And stirred me on to join those mighty ones 

Thai shmmgly o’er Time's dark wrecks appear. 
And, so, I heard her voice, and boldly strove 
To shut mine ear to ihe sweet tones of love. 

; Those years are gone, those fresh young yearn when 
first 

My fond heart's early offering of love 
; I sacrificed to Fame, and Fate, accurst; 

More darkly now life’s varied woof lb wove* 
Stern manhoodV dream comes thinly on; and yet. 
My foolish heart ! it ‘will not, itill, forget* 

\ Upon my lonely boors, 'mid scroll and book, 

Thai lovely fnrp will ye! like fay intruds 

( With the self-same, familiar, well-loved look: 

And (Aen 1 would not shun it, if I could ; 

For that sweet face is dearer far 10 me 
Ilian wealth, or fame, or happiness can be* 

Ah ] let me for one brief, one glorious hour, 

Indulge tny dreaming*—unrestrained by aught 
Of mingling fate 1- *, Or sober reason's power; 

|For Futne is gone that once tny fond eye 
caught.) 

And, thro* life's gloom, I'll see again arise 
That brow, those hpa, those soul-enchanting eye*! 


LEILA* 

BY GEORGE HILL. 


When first you look upon her face 

Ynn Sillir* tiiirf ht'flirlc 

The timiduess, that slill betrays 
The bcautits it would hide: 5 

But, one by one, they look cut from 
Her blu^hua and her eyes; 

And Hill the Last, the luvulitit— ; 

Like iters from twilight skies. 


Ar.d thoughts go sporting through her mind, 

l.iL* rhicrir«>n nmnng 

And daduof gcnilt goodness are 
The measure of her hours. 

In soul or face, she bears no trace 
Ol ore from Eden driven; 

Bm, like 1E10 rainbow, stems, (hough born 
Of earth, a pan of Heaven. 

20 
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Fuf ihc LiuIjvb 1 tfugELzliia 


THE BLESSED. 


kiak* —£ZS 


I mw yours children playing, 

AjilI my ima rt wasi hill of bliss, 

Fur | Itntow 1101 midst the scenes qI earth, 

A lovelier sight than this; 

Like ros^hcarts glow’d each flushing check, f 

With pleasured Fjchi'BE l]u(‘; 

And the warmhfuod he iftc idl-tale bn>w t 
Most eloquently true: 

Then my thoughts gre w bright w{ ih joy I’ll f n«B, \ 

And sweet word a were on my tongue, } 

** IIuw bJesBcd are the innocent! 

How bk’Hsrd are the young!” 

But a voice, {like low Hu eg music,) 

My wakened spirit heard; 

“Yea ! rather are they blessed. 

Who keep God’s holy word/’ 

J 

I looked on life more earnestly, 

WLih all its cliccku-redi Ic : ; 

And saw how hiutr weeds would spring, 

Where flowers- of love were nut; ; 

I learned to read (he hearuJecpfi, 

Wtare mines of feeling glow, j 

To give a purer tight to hie, 

Or till it up with wo : 

Then softly spake i to myself. 

Ah! cluLdtiuod'j mirth is vain; 


Bui who blewd are the loving, 

When l heir love ia met ape in I” 

YeE slid thaE deep heaic-music. 

Like a whtaper round me Siirred; 
w Yei! rather arc they bktsrd, 

Who keep God’s holy word / 1 

] saw how men were toiling, 

All through their Lille day; 

To win from earth the glnietmg wealth. 
That often leflda astray, 

And my heart and eyes grew weary, 

At this fully of mankind, 

For I saw how gold grew dim, before, 

The brjghioee&of the mind ; 

Then I acmg aloud, criumpliamly— 

What dazzled fflEicy taught; 

+" How bEpsaedate the gifted ! 

Wuh their dower of Ij’jfnirtg 1 bought ! ,f 
Bui a shadow ft: 11 among the light. 

And ihc music rtenktJ a sigh. 

When the workhadur'd, the worshiped ones, 
Were called upon—tu diet 
Then I needed not that spirit-voice, 

To tell me how 1 erred ; 

For 1 felt that they alone are bleat, 

Who keep God's holy word, H, M, 
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F«T (he l.ailies 1 Magazine. 


THE YOUNG ARTIST. 

EY MISS MARION It. HAND. 
(3ee Engraving) 


Bkaihifvl earth ! how I love to look 
On the varied of thiuc open book. 

On the lighls aud shadows that round me fall, 
Anti know that my Father made them ull- 
To sit in the shad* of some spreading tree 
All, all alone with my thoughts to be. 

And with the magical pen to trace 
The changeful beauties of thy bright fact- 

Y«t not alone in this sunny hour 
Have I sought thy woodlands, and felt thy power, 
For grateful thoughts in my heart will rise 
A* I view thy charms in each fair disgni&e, 

And fain in my rapture would lowly full 
Before the Giver and Guide of all. 

Thou art fair, when the anow-flakes, soft and light. 
Clothe thee in robes of dazzling white. 

Wheel the lonely streamlet is studded o er 
With a starry brightness from shore to shore, 

"When the inwn'bEun^B oil th^ ?npK'j' ImijgHfc 

And all is so still, so jfut'e, so bright— 

A spell seems resting on lake and glen 
Oh.! beautiful earth—1 love thee then. 

Thou art fair when the snow-flakes pass away, 
’Neath the genial warmth of a summer day* 

3 4 


■ When the sun is shedding a warmer glow 

5 On the verdant plains, and the flowers below, 

■ When the stream, from its icy chains unbound, 

; Goes murmuring on, with a gentle sound 

\ Far, far from the weary haunts of meu r 
; 1 love to gsu£fi on thy beauties then. 

| 

\ But fairest of all—oh ! earth, art thou, 
i When spring's bright verdure bath crowned thy 

■ brow; 

When Dowers spring up, on the weeded steep, 

■ And nature wakes from her death*like sleep; 
When the birds rejoice in their lifa *hu* giv^n 

; And all seems raising a hymn to heaven ; 

: Oh!—who can marvel that erring men 
' Are most of all loth to leave thee then? 

i 

i 'Tis sad to co* J mid the winter's air 
; When our hearts seem lightened of half their 
5 care e 

And sudd or still, 'mid the spring's glad lays 
:■ Or the minimer’s lengthening, happy days— 

■ But when autumn comes with its funeral pull* 
And thoughtful shadows are round us all, 

i Then, only then, with thy slow decay, 

■ Let me—oh! let me pass away. 


THE CHRISTIAN’S HOPE, 

BY N . P . WILLIS, 


^rniti had bn«n on lIiu kills. The day had worn 
As if a sleep upon the hours had crept; 

And die dark clouds that gather'd at the morn 
In dull, impenetrable masses slepr., 

And the wet leaves hung droopingly, sod alt 
Wa a like the mournful aspect of a pall. 

Sudden!? on the horizon's edge a blue 


. And drlinlA linp. Oft of ft ix>nniL Inr, 
j And as it wider and in tender grew, 

| The darkness fadtd silently away, 

Anti, with the splendor of a Gud, broke through 
j The perfect glory of departing day — 

I Po + when his stormy pilgrimage is o'er t 
\ Will light upon the dying Christian pour. 
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JERUSALEM 


T1V WILHAM WALLACE* 


Qi-ee.t of Judea's jdrseken land, 

Thy cnrUutL faded from thy brOW f 
Lire withered on the ilrsfirt’i! satid 
And trampled by Ihn- Arab now. 
The laurel bough* of Lebanon 


Still brush the blue, unspotted sky 
There plumes still quiver in the enn, 
Which lights thy ruins from on high ;—■ 
TSnt on thy brow bo desolate. 

Seems statnp* the blasting seal of fate. 


FAREWELL. 

Wt: do nor know 1u>w much we Ums 

Until we come to leave, 

An aijed ties, a coiumoa flower, 

Are things oYr which we grieve. 

Tficrfl is a pleasure in the pain 

That brings u_s buck the past asruin. 

\ We linger while we turn away. 

Wc cling while we depart; 

Anil memuriuN, unmarked till then, 

Come crowding on the heart. 

Let what will lure our onward wav, 

^ Farewell’s a bitter word to say. 

married'partners. 

BY UR, 

uorsc. 

t( And they (wain shall be Ore flcih.** 

If we are two, we are two *o, 

An Mill iwin EompaPKGB are IWO. 

TWu the fijfl hwrt, which no allow 

To Hlir, but doth U luilicr du : 

And ihcmirh ll in (he centre sit, 

\>L; if the other tor doth room, 

i ll loans, ami hearken* otter it, 

Ami Ifrow* erect a* dial comet home. 

So shall thou 1 h? to me, who imi*t 

Like ltd other font, eccentric ran : 

Thy firnmcH? makes my drcle jinn, 

Aud makes tin? cad where I begun. 

. i 
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THE TRAILING ARBUTUS 


D1T Si 1 AH H - WtUTM i N . 

There’s a flower (hat gTflws by the greenwood tree, ' A trembling tirade on tho turf blow, 

Iti i la dr so I ate besnty mure dear lo me, When my lluwer awakes from ils dreamy rest 

Than all I hat ba^k in tlie nwliile beim, And yields. its lips to the sweet sooth- west *— 

Through the lan^ bright riiii]inier by fount and elream. Then in lliusn btAuLifui days of spring, 


Like a pore hope nursed beneath sorrow'# wjn^, 
II* timid budr* from the cold huh* spring, 
ir delica.Ec hues like the pmk lea'diell, 

Ur (he shaded! blush of the hyacinth's bell. 

Their brenih more sweet (han [lie faint perfume 
That breaths from the bridal orango-LlooiH- 

It ii no! found by the pinion wall, 

Ic wreath* no brow in she festive ball, 

But dwells in the depths of the shadowy wood. 

And «]lilLd« liti 1 ih I 111! IhtLiluLlri. 

\cvcr did. numbers its name proton^, 

Ne'er liadi it [huiit-d on wing* of w!^, 
and min Hire! have pass'd [| by, 

And left it in siliwe and shade to difl- 

IIiit with joy to its cradle the ws Id-bee# come 

Ad praise its bcattty with drouy hum, 

Aid children Jove in the season of spring 
To waleh fot ils early blossoming. 

In iht- dtwy mom of an April day, 

When the Iravdler linger* along the way, 

AVhcn llie sod is sprinkled with lendcT greet* 
"Where the rivuloU water the earth un*ern, 
"Wtieu the tloaiini!; fringe on the maple b s crosl 

bivab the In tip's crimson vent. 

Acid the budding L-aves of Llic birch-Eree throw 


With lie aria la light as the wild-bird'a wiii^, 

F*! in^rin-y tludr taxk* arid (heif toys aside, 
flay HelIo groups through ihe wood-pal Eis glide. 
Peeping atid peering among the trees, 

; As they scent its breath on the passing breeze, 

■ II uni mg about among lichens gray,, 

. And (lie tangled mense* beside tlie way, 

: Till ihey catch the glance of it* quiet eye, 

: Like light that hrt:aU through a cloudy sty. 

Fur me, sweet blossom, thy tendrils cling 
Shll round my hcnrl eir in child hood 1 * -spring. 

: And thy Lroalh an it lloatii on the- waikd,.rtiiy i!r, 
j Wakes all the music of memory there. 

■ Thou recnlk-sl iho time when, a fcarltsfl child, 

I roved, alt day liirough the wood-path* wild, 

- decking thy blossoms by bank and bran 
W herever the snow-drifts had tiidled away. 
t Now. as 1 linger mid crowds alone, 

■ Haunted hy echoes of music flown, 

\ Wheh ihe shadows deepen around tny way, 

:' And the light of reason but leatls viuay, 

When Mice lions, nurtured with fondest cure 
By the minting heart, became traitors there; 
IVlifu weary of all ihui |ho world bestows, 

■ T turn to nature fop ealm repose, 

How fain my spirit in some fur glen, 

, Would fold her viiug# mid thy tlywurs again - 


A LYRIC. 

'* Jlid mr not nvd him."’ 


B V WILLIAM 

Ofl. bid me net wed him* brother dear, 

For n^H can my love be given: 

My haiid to the many thal greet me here, 

But my heart fur the one in Heaven. 

The sty hJilh I he glory of el her Jay#, 

A iuf n4 hrii.fil ly ,he *mr* burin jiMi ~ 

Bur vainly among ihein my vision strays— 

For tlie scar it seeks is gone. 

The earth is still fair, and its many flowers 
Are kmdy. and bright, and sweet, 

Bui I miss the one which in life’s young hours 

DIuujikI ever around my feet. 


D - GALLAGHER 

{ The eyes t eneouriter look on me now 
As leiHb-rly as of old ; 

j Not a nhade hu* come in a single brow, 

| Not a lone I hear is cold T 

\ But a light in lout in ila early day, 

Anil n CVtrnh hrtllh ^.rntrirl IJj* kis | 

i And a voice hath passed from the enrth away— 
i A ud ihcwft were the world to me 1 

\ Then bid me not wed him, brother dear - 
For ne’er can tny love be given : 

J My hand lo the many that greet me here, 

1 Bin my heart fur tlie lmjc in Heaven. 

62 
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BIRDS 


& ¥ St A & V IIOW 1 TT. 


On, flic sunny summer time! 

Oh, the Italy nmmuer time ! 

Merry is Ik bird's life, 

When (lie year is in il* prime l 

Birds are by (he water-falls 

iJiifcliiiit; in (Itc rainbow spray f 

Every where, every where, 

Lidit and lovely there are they? 

Bird* nr* an (lie lorN old, 

Building in each hoary tree ; 

IjirJ-4 art on #he fjtotn bills ; 

UiriU are by the Ufa! 

On ibrt moor and in ihc fort, 

* Mona 1 Ihn whortleberries green ; 

Li the yellow fiirie-btifth, 

There the jovom bird Ls attu ; 

Iji the Jleather on the hill ] 

All amin i ihit i noun lain thyme ; 

Ey (bo little brook-sides, 

Where the sparkling walers ehlmc ; 

Jti the crag ; ami on the peak, 

Splintered, savage, wiki, and bare, 

Thnre IItn bin! with wild wirt[£ 
Wlteelelh through ilio air* 

Whcdloib through the brni'ry air! 
^lugiujf, sereamiiiif in bis, flight, 

Calling to Jtii liiribtnde, 
lo ft troubleles* dp light ! 

In lhe ere^n Ami lenfy wnnd, 

W here InO brandling ITcfiih tlp-CUll, 


^ Sonn as Is the dawning 1 . 

Waken the mavim and the merle: 
Woken llio cuckoo on llie bough; 

Wak-M the jay with ruddy bTL'Mt ; 
Wakes* the mother ring-dove 
jlfoudiit^ on her nest! 

I 

Oh. the sunny summer liine T 
Uh ( the leafy summer time - 

Merry is the bird'* life 

When I lie year IS in itn prime ! 
Some or@ JtTOMi! ami some arc weak ; 

Some love day mul some love ni^hl 
I3«l whatc'or n bird is, 

Whale’er loves—it has deliglilj, 

In the jovoun song il sings J 
■. Iji Liu; liquid air il i-leuVes; 

Iji the sunshine :| in lint shower ; 

L| the neat il weaves! 

? 

( 

Do we wake ; or tie wa sleep J 
Go otu fancies in a crowd 
After tunny ft doll care,— 

Birds are singing loud ! 

Sin" then linnet; sins then wren ; 

Merle and mark, uin" your Id I: 
And ikon rapturous skylark, 

SiWC ftiirl sear up from the hill! 
Sing, oh. ni^hiin'ziilc. ami pour 
Out for xis awcot fEihf’ici new S— 
j Singing. ihns for os, hirdu, 

We will «iii' of yoil I 
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Fflt Arthur r t M&^zlne. 


A SUMMER 5CEPTE. 

From ib( Frefn-ti of Lainurtiuu. 

St S i S 5 H E I, F s STANLEY- 


PrtFTLlf in an azure lake, 

A veidani hill wl-upfli liifhtLy towards the w*ve ; 
All day the Sunlight An Its JtUr breast lies. 

And sujfl gales 4tir the sti ndows of the hoiigh- 
Twining ild branched round two ancient 
A wild tine with [heir branches ihlerwfivcj^ 
And Lbcir till stein* with pulcr vtn!ure crowns; 
Then over fi*lcL(| where light 4lnl shadow* piny 
In gay IfSteons. runs oh iti Laughi tig way. 

There, in (be side of an c^er-hihginjj roct, 

Ofn-n n. dim vrnt, where build* dm dove her neat; 
The vine and iij; tree deck and veil jb sides, 
And rays of heaven slowly lingering there, 
Measure the momenta of I lie summer day. 

Nl'dit, and the coolness of these iumbrq shades. 


FrcsCTYO the freshness of thv violet pu.le 
And to iuturud color* lend new life ; 

While spring um trioioe ftoib iht o'er-arching 
roof 1 ] 

Ptflt o'er (is with their tears and harmonies. 

The eye, fiirqrter>"ing through ihs euriain pr+ri, 
Nn.or.rhl sees, liul heaven, mirrored in tl±o wiir ; 
And on the limim of the slumping Lako r 
The fisher's anil. o'crshadowiiiijr his Ji^liL ^if, 
Cleutd through the liquid air, as llils (JlC wij^ 

Of ra-|i]il bird above ihc billow's fiarn. 

\ The listen Los: car beni* but a plaintive turge 
j In gentle whinjiers dyin« on the shore : 
f Or lephyr's Voice, or Philomel 1 * sof( Uy p 

f Ur echo's sighing, mingled with our oveu. 


E V E JS 1 Pi G * 


Am five, intensely heantiful—on eve j 

Calm oh tha lilumber of a lovely tripl 
Lhosniing of hope. The rich, autumnal \ 
wood's, ? 


WUK their innumerable shade* and cobrij^. 
Ur, like 4 silent instrument, at rest; 

A skit lit instrument—wherMB the wlinj 
Ilijlli loiig foi^l to play. 


For Arthur 1 ! Magazine. 

THOU B I D J S T ME, SWEETEST. 

13 Y U . L . W1LTO.V, 


Thou bid : at me, *vreete*t! make no sad complaint 
That more of this world's yond* wo may not share t 
Thou whisperesl that our fats hath no restraint. 

That with my love thou would 1 *! not gladly boar. 
I grieve no more, then, thy soft whisper heeding ; 
Sweetest! I yield unto thy gentle bidding. 

Nay I could now e'en j&y those ills tc ire, 

Thai thus for me thy ferVtnl Imili have shown, 

U 'lwe[D not that my life's stern poverty 

Must wring thy gen Lie bom u ft with mi tie dvn. 

But, since I muy not joy. at lea*l no sorrow 
Shall mar cbe sunshine of our life's sweet morrow. 


? 

t 

\ 


3 

J 


Dearest 1 s. low-eved col, Wath some old tree, 
Shaded with woodbine dimly, shall be ours ' 
There shall the hour" pass on righl rosily, 

A nd life to ua shall step on so nunc r flowers ; 
While want with his stern ills shall pass unheeded. 
Our joys, owr loves, our hearts so closely wedded. 

And the warm love, within thy heaving breast, 

That Won my heart in young life'* rosy day. 

It still shall gild our life'* o’ertliwtvwiiu west. 
While thus, unveseth it* light shall fade away. 
And, oh. how blert shall be our life's calm even, 
Fading like sunlight in the dcpLh of heaven l 
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TO TIME 


BT W II. T I M R O H < 


Thty alindtr thrt, “ old traveller, 

Who my itiaC thy delight 
In to icartcr ruin far and wide 
In thy wanlofliK*i of mi^to. 

For not a leaf that fnlleih 
Before thy restless inDjiUp 
But Ihoti rhan^il in ihy rapid flight, 

To a (Jjou^aiiil brighter things. 

Tlien paMC*t o'er (he bnltl Ei*fi pld 

W'licrr Lhc dead lie filiLl" and si ark, 

Wlifirc rtought in heard, nave ihc vulture's icrcath. 
And the ££-unnt wolf's fnmi*hed hark- 
Biai (horn ]i*h( cantwd the- gr*in to spring 
Fjojti ihe blood enriched elny, 


And the vraYinj rom-top* aeern n> dance. 
To the Kuviic 1 # merry lay. 

t 

Thou basl *|rewn the lordly palace, 

\ In ruin o'er tlio ground f 

And ihe dismal wtcech of ihe owl rs heard 
Wfirrc ihc harp was went !o wiiind, 

Bui I he selfsame spot thou coVcrest, 

With the dwelling of the poor, 

Aral for the brave and beau tit Lit, 

W&'riou hast eniised our tears Co ftnw> 

Bui 41 ai trays" near ihe ronch ol death 
Nor ihou, nor we enn Riay t 
Arid the hre-alh of flty tie-purlin™ Win j g*. 

Drieis a U oi.tr tear? away. 


For Arthur 9 * SI a r a ?. i n t r 

THE HAUNTED WELL OF PALESTINE. 

A BALLAD, 
nr tixcext e. BAiiax. 


ENCHASTn.EflS f if the pow'r be thine. 
Invoke sonic incMei^ei of air, 

To waft ibis amulet divitie, 

A soldier's oli'eritfcg, tw his fair. 

A lid vi y n the pennon ill at she "ave, 

Sluill mo. 1T liirLtuyli iti.i i 1 . y n hnEll-p Sir Id. 
To diatr his glory, or his grave ; 

But never see its bearer yield.'* 
'FiirhuntreH basic 1 and hilber bring 
Her answer from that dial ant land, 

Aral lliiuc skull be Lhis cnnichlciHi ring 

Torn IrotEi a sLtmghier'U Moslem* hand. 

“ Be mint ihc hcra/' ihe aore ! 'r*ss said, 

At And midnight shall confirm the spell. 
Thou shall behold the eonslant maid, 

Kee lining by |he Ifaanld Well.' 

There sip the wave, ihe dtarm repeat, 
Thrace make the emu ii|Hin thy brertsl, 
And then a voice shall answer swcel 
To what so e’er is ihy behest . 11 
];odiaFt||««A slay ! ihe lover Cried, 

Tliat vtalMt x™ H imArp-nnn l n nlr n ! 

Dut ^hen to grasp her for in be tried, 

The gentle prophetess had Jdowu, 

Ti* night, and mtising Oft the sky, 

lie view's the pule, aid rising iiKKUd, 
Ami hears, at last, ihe scotr}'"* cry 
Proclaim ihc silent h»ur of noon. 

The?* to die hnunled well he speeds. 


i And as ho slowly Hlnup'd lo drink, 

i A lady i-lad in iiaonmilig tverds, 

Lcun'd motionless above Ihc brink, 

l 

i 

In ii^la he cross'd his shilling mail ; 

Anri ruinsi up with timid i^i.hc, 

The cllin threw aside lief voi). 

t«ood Jcsii \ "lww his maiden's face \ 

{ That warrior's arm ‘win strong and bold, 
As ever wielded battle blade ; 

But rww hist heart grew weak and cold, 

( i And scarce his lipa a murmur made, 

Tlirn LTiily upold) the gentle apiic^ 

14 All foftil! my gnlbinl cavalier, 

My brother lias become a Imight, 

And ihy Huvremia precis thee krr. 
False I id i rig m reach'd us of your death. 

Our YHnnuLs summon'd to our aide \ 
We cams lo poor our latest breath, 
Upon Ihc plaiua where Ormond died, 

\ 

■* Cnncirard brneath a iKifc’fein' guitic, 

( Through toils, and perils have ] pail, 

\ Till hrav'n, rcspctnsivc to my si«hs. 

\ ^ly faithful kniglil rcsicres at laat.' 1 

the sank upon his manly breast. 

And tenderly their arms entwine. 

If ever love was truly bleat 
; ’Twaa by that wcLt in PaiesLme 
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THE CORAL GROVE 


H * J , 


Q , TEHCIVAL* 


Pr:£.(- in (he vav? i? a. rprul ^nhvt 

Wk'fc lti« purple >i 111 Ll« t anti goldhfili raV( t 
’Where ihe ^picadi in leivca of blue, 

That never nre wel wl\h falling dew\ 

But in bright and changeful beuuty shine, 

Fax down in the green and glassy brine , 

The floor fa of «;i eh.! tike I he mountain drift. 

And the pcaii-shells ■pangl* (ho ilijsiy enow : 
From coral rocks [he sea-plants lilt 

Their boughs, where die lilies and bill&W fluwj 
The wflirr k i:alin and still blow, 

For the winds and the wnvoa are absent there. 
Ami illelands ore bright rut the stars that glow 
In the motionless fields of upper air : 

There, with its waving blade of preen, 

The sea-flag srr^am* through the silent waicf, 
And the crimson loaf tf die diiUt is seen 


1 

t 


:■ 

i 

i 

; 

i 

■ 

j 

i 

( 


Tv UipnIi like a 1 'rtmirr hndird In rlan^]||(f ; 

There, with a light and easy motion, 

The fan-ooral e weeps through the clear deep »ca 
And the yellow and scarlet ittfts of ocean 
Are bending like com on the upland Lea : 

Aiul life, in rare ami bcanliful farms. 

h sparling amid those bowers of stone, 

And is safe, when the wrathful spirit of Nlormn, 
Has made the top of the waves his own j 
And when |he ship from bin fury flies, 

Where the myriad voices of Ocean ronr. 

When the wind-god frowns in the murky skies, 
And demon* are waiting the wreck on shorn; 
TVel,, far below, in the peaceful uca, 

The pur pip mullet and goldfish rove* 

Where the waters murmur tranquilly, 

Through lh« bending twigs of the coral grove. 


Kor Arlbar T a Magazine. 

YOU, AND KATE, AND I» 


How the skies have faded, Annie 1 
Since the happy days, 

When ihcy glowed like loving eye* t 

O'or our inerty play* ■ ■ 

Angela looked from every alar 
In out; childhood' s sky ; 

Ahd how well we loved them, Annie, 

You, and Kate, and 1, 

Though we passed our childhood, Annie, 

In a crowded town, 

Neither crowds nor noiso had power 
Then III pE.13 ua iIuhii j 
While a ray of sunshine wtream’d 
Through the ether blue ; 

While a single flower was smiling, 

Wfl were smiling too. 


Then the pleasant Mayings, Annie ! 

In that pleasant lime, 

How we thought the country I'Mhga 
Always in their prime l 
Brighter glow’ll the living ait, 

Barer birds flew by. 

When we watched them all together* 

You, and Kate, and I. 

Wr had 11 tile partimrs, Annie, 

With (heir s-tore of pain ; 

Filling hearts with joyous beatitil's, 

When we met again . 

Ah l a nobler joy be ours, 

Holy, pure, mill high : 

When we meet in heaven, Annie, 

You, and Kale, and 2. II. M. 
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BLACK EYES vs. BLUE. 


From the TVincli. 

BTC W M - I [ - CARPENTER- 


Tirf. cyen of brilliant, sparkling i rt, 

And (Lmc of Mu« tEiat mildly l?cacn n 
Ei^r disputed w!itn they rncT, 

Which should presume lo reipn supreme. 
Each boldly claimed [he plr*fere nee— 

Tliair pariizane Conticlinic strove ; 

At length both resled their Jtfcnce 1 
For judgment from the god of Loire. 

Xsver befere, did my fauj? 

Produce no murh embarrassment. 

The bind* and bluf.it t’ ■expound the law*, 
Had tivmatej on triumph tiCnL 
For iimjiirr.it came a thousand sj^hs; 

Far tt , r;?rr.T,irr, the ardent tires I 
Far prooft (he Mill's anxieties : 

And, for rfJMrffr!, [ho dvsirpa 


! Then Lcwe jpakfl thus, ditptiicH to lull, 

j And J"hf t 3 ie wwo dveieien llew— 

S iC iFifft blufk epes f glrfs are bciirrtifiit f 
And frirh i tre brantr'/ut iritk bhit ; 

| The black more tenderness ciprtu^ 

The bine Hash joycue, light and free, 
j And. while the Uift portray iineue. 

The blue have amiability, 

11 Tim black incline! to fancies wild— 
Thert f » danger in a deep, dark eye; 

T^ic blue is art Less a* a child, 

And ]ove* r e 3 cn to idolatry, 

| In black eyes, joy her flower* on wreathe*— 

i The bine third radiance soft ni^d true— 
The soul from out a bJsck eve brcnlhtP, 

Hut mjLJjjeaa reign* supreme in blue," 


HIGHLAND MARY, 

BY MRS, NfiRTOSI. 


I would I were the light fern crowing j 

Bern 1 illII itiy Highland Miry’s tread, 

I would I were the ifrrrn ires throwing 
Its fthadnw o'er her gentle head ! 

I would I were a wikbtiower springing 
Where my sweet Mary loves iu rest. 

That she might pluck me while she’* sinking, | 
And place run on her snowy breast 1 

I would 1 were in yonder heaven 
A eilver star, wlweo «oft dim light 

Would rise lo bh-s* each summer even. 

Arid watch my Mary all the night 1 

9 * 


[ would, lM»neath these small white finders, 
I were the Lie her breath has fanned— 
The jji-nlle lute, whose hhiI[ ante lingers, 

An Loth to Leave he: fairy hand ! 

Ah, happv lhin™i 1 ye may not wander 
From Scotland lo iioine darker sky, 

But ever Live unchanging yonder. 

To happiness and Mary nigh f 
While 1 at taidnight sadly weeping 
L'pon its deep transparent bine. 

Can only gaze while all ere sleeping, 

And dream my Alary watches loo 1 
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SEPTEMBER* 


a v . a . Wilcox, 


The dullTj' rammer past, September comr-a, 
Soil (wi light of the slowil^linin^ y«ar ;— 

AH miliinaM-, soothing tone Li ness and peace: 

Tbp fArliny Hciirai bth (lift fnHJiTig rmiiiv, 

Mwrc sober than 1 Ilc buxom. blooming May, 

And llurrcforu less Lho favorite of lire weiLit, 

But dearest month of all to pensive mi nils. 

’ Tia now far spent; and the meridian sun, 

Most sweetly smiling with altempered beams, 
Sheds gently down a mild unil gladdu.1 Warmth 
Beneaib its yellow lustre., groves and woods, 
Checkered by one night's* fruit with various hue* i 
Mf bale yet no wind has swept A leaf away, 

£?hine doubly rich. It were a sad delight 
Down the smooth stream tn ^lide, and see It linked 
Upon each brink, with sll the gorgeous Ernes* 

The yellow, red, or purplo of the Ire^s, 

That, singly, or in tufts, or forests thick, 


Adorn the shares ; lo see, perhaps, the *ide 
Of some high mount reflected fur below 
With its bright colors, intermixed with ttpors 
Of darker ^reen, IV*, it wrr* eweeily sad 
To wander in the epeh fields, and hear, 

EVl) At thi 9 Itmif, flie rmyliday liai-dly J)^l, 

The lulling insects of ihe rammer'* night * 

To hear, whore lately buzzing swarms were heard, 
A lonely bee long roving hore and there 
To hud a single flower, but all in vain ; 

Then, rising quick, and with a iomlor hum. 

In widening circles round and round his head,, 
Straight by the listener flying clear away, 

As if to bid the liclds a last adieu ; 

To hear, within tha wuwllind'i sunny aide, 

Late full of music;, nothing, save, perhaps. 

The sound -of nut shells, by the squirrel d rapped 
From some tall beech, fast falling through Uic leaves. 


THE CANDID WOOING. 


1! CHARLES 

I cannot give thee all my heart, ^ 

Lady, lady,— 

My faith and country claim a part, \ 

My sweet lady. \ 

But yet Pll pledge thee word of mine 
That all the real is truly thine; 

The raving passion of a boy, \ 

Warm though it be, will quickly cloy— ■ 

Confide thou rather, in the man 
Who vows to love thee ail he can. 

My sweet lady. j 

Affection, founded on respect, 

Lady, lady,— 

Can never dwindle to neglect, 

My sweet lady. 

And while Ihy gentle virtues live, 

Such is the love that 1 will give. 


The torrent leaves its channel dry, 

The brook runs on incessantly ;— 

The storm of passion lasts a day, 

But calm true love endures alway, 

My sweet lady. 

Accept, then, & divided heart, 

Lady, lady,— 

Faith , Friendship^ Honor, each have part, 
My sweet lady. 

While at one altar we adore, 

Fa it K shall make us love the more ; 

And Friendship* true to all beside. 

Will ne'er be fickle to a bride; 

And Honor, based on love and truth, 

Shall last beyond the charms of youth, 

My sweet lady. 
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STANZAS. 

BY T . S% ARTHUR. 


Cnwic, loved one ! amile the gloom away 
That cloud* thy fair young brow; 

Tears have not dimmed thy soft blue eye 
For many a day, ’till now. 

Believe me, thine are idle fears, 

Mere airy nothing. Dry thy tears 
That gush so warm and fast! 

Strange ! thou shouldst doubt the love, for thee, 
That welleth up unceasingly. 

I hold thee fondly to my heart; 

Again 1 tell the tale 
Young passion murmured first to thee 
At eve in shadowy vale ; 


Thy trembling hand is fast in mine-" 

I lay my warm cheek thus to thine, 
And woo thee, even as when 
My love tale in thy willing ear, 

I poured, and saw thee weep to hear. 

Now thou art happy I Dear one I w'hy 
Oh why thus doubt the love, 

That hath, but thee, no polar star, 
Save that which guides above ? 

If care weigh down my spirit, smile. 
And care shall own the pleasant wile, 
And half forget its gloom.— 

But do not, dearest! thus be moved, 

In fenr thou art not wholly loved. 


TO IANTHE. 

BY W ♦ HENRY CARPENTER. 


Ianthe ! on that lofty brow > 

Thought sits as on a throne; ; 

Yet, as thine eyes are beaming now 

With love, and love alone, t 

My soul doth drink their beauty in; 

As if by beauty nursed ; > 

But Oh ! the more i( seems to win, 

The more it is athirst. 

Then frown not if I look, my dear, 

Too fondly in thine eyes; % 

Or list with too intent an ear 
Thy musical replies- 
How can mine eyes not glass thine own, 

When lovingly they shine; 

Or how can I not list the tone 

That tells me thou art mine. < 

14 * 


Oh ! I could linger near thee, sweet? 
From eve till morning's light, 

And chide the Hours whose winged feet 
Too swiftly chase the night. 

So rapt am I. and liiou so dear, 

« That churlish Time is all forgot; 

And 1 but dream, when thou art near, 
To wake when thou art not. 

It hath a sad sweet sound— C1 Farewell” 
When loved lip* murmur it; 

For ’tis the breaking of a spell 
We fain would bind us yet. 

Then fades Love's rapturous mystery. 
And slowly move the loitering Hours; 

For bleak and bare Reality 
Usurps the. realm of flowers. 
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IN MEMORY OF THE AUTHOR 


OF THE * * O L D OAKEN BUCKET.*’ 


In regions of light and ineffable beauty, 

The pilgrims of time find a haven of rest, 

Where the cares of this life, and each perplexing 
duty, 

Are forgotten or seem like a dream at the best— 

The world’s darkest frown, the reverses it brought us, 
So unlike the visions of magical youth, 

The sad disappointment, the lesson it taught us, 

Will all be expunged at the fountain ot truth— 

That fountain of life, that clear blessed fountain, 

That pure holy fountain of goodness and truth. 

That fount thou hnst hailed, as a far distant treasure, 
Yes, oft when thy heart, has been weary and sore 
From the world’s chilly smile, its fast fading pleasure, 
How sweet to resort to its mystical store, 

To muse on perfection, on that mighty power, 
Albany, la 


; That fashioned the heart in its intricate mould, 

! Who gave light to the earth and life to the flower— 

: And the dew-drop that lies in its innermost fold— 

< The fountain of life, that clear blessed fountain, 
i That pure holy fountain of goodness and truth. 

< Inspiration divine, like the sun’s lucid light, 

> Dispels the dark spots from the luiud’a clouded sky, 

< Revealing at once, to the enraptured sight, 

] Beautified vision that never can die— 

1 In that spiritual land, where the harrnssed souls rest 
1 In pavilions of bliss where the am am nth Mows, 

1 ' There the bright wing of love spreads a light o’er Oi# 
blest, 

And the clear chryslnl fountain of truth ever flows, 

< That fountain of life, that clear Messed fountain, 
i That pure holy fountain of goodness and truth. 

M. M. C. 


SHORTNESS OF TIME. 


The moments fly—a minute 1 * gone; 
The tni notes fly—an hour is run ! 

The day is fled the night is here ! 
Thus Hies a week—a month—a year. 


A year—alas T how soon it's past : 

Who knows but this may be my last! 

A few short years, bow soon they're fled, 
And we are numbered with the dead. 


TO A YOUNG FRIEND, 


Beau— think—and fix thy duty in thy mind ; 
And (hen, despite the world's alluring charms, 
Despite the strong temptations of the fiend, 
Despite the evil stirrings of thy heart, 

Sternly perform thy duly to the last- 


Swerve not a moment. Let thy lofty hop* 

Stand ni the throne’s foot in mid-heaven T (The flowers 
Of sinful pleasures, trample on ; and wear 
The thorns of persecution on thy brow— 

Should such a crown be bound there —-with a smite. 
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THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS 


Teach thee their Uncage? sweet, I know no tongue, 
No mystic art those gentle thing* declare, 

I ne’er could trace the schoolman s trick among 
Created things, so delicate and rare : 

Their language ? Prythee f why they are themselves 
But bright thoughts syllabled to shape and hue. 
The tongue that erst was spoken by the elves, 

When tenderness as yet within the world was hew. 


And oh, do not their soft and starry eyes— 

Now bent to earth, to heaven now meekly pleading. 
Their incense fainting as it seeks the skies, 

Yet stilt from earth w-ith freshening hope receding— 
Say, do not these to every heart declare, 

With all the silent eloquence of truth, 

The language that they speak is Nature's prayer. 

To give her back those spotless days of youth ? 


INDIAN SUMMER. 

BY CHARLES P. HOFFMAN. 


Lif?HT as love’s smiles the silvery mist at morn 
Floats in loose Hakes along the limpid river; 
The Blue-bird’s notes upon the soft breete borne, 
As high in air he carols, faintly quiver ; 

The weeping birch, like banners idly waving, 
Bends to the stream, its spicy branches laving; 
Beaded with dew the witch-elm's tassels 
shiver; 

The timid rabbit from the furze is peeping, 

And from the springy spray the squirrel’s gaily leap¬ 
ing. 

I love thee, Autumn, for thy scenery, ere 
The blasts of winter chase the varied dyes 
That richly deck the slow-declining year ; 

I love the splendor of thy sun-set skies, 

The gorgeous hues that tinge each falling leaf, 


Lovely as beauty’s cheek, as woman's love too, 
brief; 

I love the note of each wild bird that flies, 

As on the wind he pours his parting lay, 

And wings his loitering flight to summer climes 
away. 

Oh Nature ! fondly I still turn to thee 

With feelings fresh as e’er my childhood’s 
were;— 

t Though wild and passion-tost my youth may be, 
Towards thee 1 still the same devotion bear; 
To thee—to thee—though health and hope no more 
Life’s wasted verdure may to me restore— 

Still—still, child-like I come, as when in prayer 
c I bowed tny head upon a mother's knee, 
i And deemed the world, like her, all truth and purity. 
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MARIUS SEATED ON THE RUINS OF CARTHAGE. 


B T MRS. L . 

Pillars are fallen at tty feet, r 

Fatifii quiver in the air, \ 

A prostrate city is thy seat, j 

And thou alone art there. v 

4 

No change comes o’er thy noble brow, \ 

Though ruin is around thee ; 

Thine eyebeam burns as proudly now, 

As when the laurel crowned thee. 

It cannot bend thy lofty soul | 

Though friends and fame depart ; 

The ear of fate may o'er thee roll, 

Nor crush thy Roman heart. 

And genius hath electric power, 

Which earth can never tame; 


PETR 


BY L 

I ever thought that Poefs fate 
Utterly lone and desolate. 

It is the spirit 1 * bitterest pain 
To love, to be beloved again ; 


at • CHILD. 

Bright suns may scorch, and dark clouds lower~- 
Its flash is still the same. 

The dreams we loved in early life, 

May melt like mist away; 

High thoughts may seem, mid passion’s strife, 
Like Carthage in decay ; 

And proud hopes in the human heart 
May he to ruin hurled; 

Like mouldering monuments of art 
Heaped on a sleeping world : 

Yet, there is something will not die, 

Where life hath once been fair \ 

Some towering thoughts still rear on high, 
Some Roman lingers there ! 


BCH. 


E . L - 

And yet between a gulf which ever 
The hearts that burn to meet must sever. 
And he was vowed to one bright star, 
Bright yet la him : hut bright afar. 
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TO NIGHT. 


Swiftly walk o’er the western wave, 

Spirit of ni^ht! 

Out of the misty eastern rave, 

"Where, all the long and lone dav-light, 

Thou wovest dream* of joy and fear, 

Which make thee terrible and dear, 

Swift be thy flight! 

Wrap thy form in a mantle grey, | 

Stor in-wrought! 

Blind with thine hair the eyes of day; 

Kiss her until she be wearied out; $ 


Then wander o’er city, and sea, and land, 
Touching all with thine opiate wand; 

Cotue, long-sought \ 

When I arose, and saw the dawn, 

I sigh'd for thee ! 

When light rode high, and the dew was gone, 
A ml noon lay heavy on flower nnd tree, 

And the weary day turn’d to his rest, 
Lingering like an unloved guest, 

I sigh'd lor thee. 


LOV E’S 

PHILOSOPHY. 

The fountains mingle with the river 
And the river with the ocean; 

The winds of heaven mil for ever 
With a aweet emotion. 

22 

! 

Nothing in the world is single j 

All things by a law divine 

Jn one another’s beings mingle, 

Why not I with thine ? 


Lo the lilies of the field, 

How their leaves instruction yield ! 

Hark to nature’s lesson given 

By the cheerful hhds of heaven ! 

i 

Every bush and tufted tree 

Warbles sweet philosophy; 

11 Mortals, fly from doubt and sorrow; 

God provided* for the tnorrow!” 
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FROM BISHOP HEBER’S JOURNAL 


If thou wert by my side, my love ! | 

How fast wmilil evening tail 
Li <jreen BeniralaV palmy grove, ) 

Listening the nightingale 1 

It' thou, my lovr ! wert by my tide. 

My babies at my knee, 
llnw gaily would our pinnace glide 
O'er Glinka a mimic sea l 

I mis* thee at the dawning grey, 

When on our deck reclined. 

In carcle** ease my limbs I lay, 

And woo the cooler wind. 

I miss thee when by GnniraV stream 
My tW'ilight steps I guide, 

But most beneath the lump's pale beam 
I miss thee from my side. 

I spread my books, my pencil try, 

The lingering noun to cheer, 


But miss thy kind approving eye, 

Thy meek attentive ear. 

But when of morn or eve the star 
Beholds me on my knee, 

I feel, though thou art distant far, 

Tliy prayers ascend for me. 

Then on ! then on \ where duty leads, 

My course he onward still, 

O’er broad Hindustan 1 * sultry meads, 

O'er bleak A1 mo r ah's hill. 

That course, nor Delink kingly gates, 

Nor wild Malwah detain. 

For sweet the bliss us both awaits 
By yonder western main. 

) Thy towers, Bombay, gleam bright, they say t 
, Across the dark-blue sea, 

But ne’er were hearts so light and gay 
' As then shall meet in thee 1 


For Arthur * s Magazine, 

“WORDS ARE THINGS.” 


In an hour of mirthful gladness, 

When glee was xin re pressed, 

I wounded one I dearly loved, 

With thoughtless words of jest l 
I knew not then how bitterly^ 

A random trifle stings ; 

But learned with pain, wdi&n grief was vain. 

To know that “ words are things," 

I,ook barkward o T cr thy bygone years, 

Tho morning of thy day : 

Where childhood's smiles, and childhood'* tears 
Together fall—and play : 

And every pleasure, every pain 
That thoughtful memory brings, 

Will only deepen on thy heart, 

The truth that " words are things.” 


Call hope to gild thy future 

With gifts most bright and rare J 
And words of promise will be found, 

The brightest even there : 

’ How lar beyond all other hopes, 
f To these devotion clings J 

( And whispers with an ardent tongue, 

That « words are precious things." 

X 

i 

| Then while thy life is full of joy, 
i And pleasures woo thy soul, 

| Accept and use their loveliest gifts, 
j| Guided by Bell-control ; 

Whether midst household duties, 

* Or where mirth her music rings, 

| Keep thou a watch before thy lips, 

Kemember 11 words are thing*." ll. K. 
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A PORTRAIT. 


She was a Phantom of delight 
When first she gleamed upon my sight; 
A lovely Apparition, sent 
To be a moment’s ornament i 
Her eyes as stars of Twilight fair; 

Like Twilight’s, too, her dusky hair ; 
But all things else about her drawn 
From May-time and the cheerful Dawn ; 
A dancing Shape, an Image gay, 

To haunt, to startle, and way-lay. 

3 saw her upon nearer view. 

A Spirit, yet a Woman too! 

Her household motions light and free, 
And steps of virgin liberty; 

A countenance in which did meet 


A W 

Mink be a cot beside the hill, 

A bee-hive’s hum shall sooth my ear; 

A willowy brook, that turns a mil], 

With many & fall shall linger near. 

The swallow, oft, beneath my thatch, 

Shall twitter from her clay-built nest; 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch, 

And share my meal, a welcome guest. 


SELF-EXA 

At evening to myself I say, 

My soul, where hast thou gleaned to-day, 

Thy labors how bestowed ? 


: Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A Creature not too bright or good 
For human nature’s daily food ; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 

And now I see with eye serene 
The^yery pulse of the machine ; 

A Being breathing thoughtful breath, 
f A Traveller betwixt life and death ; 

The reason firm, the temperate will, 
Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill, 
j A perfect Woman, nobly planned, 

To warn, to comfort, and command ; 

And yet a Spirit still, and bright 
t With something of an angel light. 

Wobdswortii. 


:sh. 

Around my ivy’d porch shall spring 
Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew; 
And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing 
In russet gown and apron blue. 

The village-church, among the trees, 

Where first our marriage-vows were given, 
With merry peals shall swell the breeze, 
And point with taper spire to heaven. 

MINATION. 

j What hast thou rightly laid or done ? 

What grace attained, or knowledge won, 
In following after God 1 
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ECHO 


Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph, that liv’st un¬ 
seen 

Within thy aery shell 
By slow Meander’s margent green, 

And in the violet-embroidered vale, 

Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her sad song mourneth well; 
Cans't thou not tell me of a gentle pair 


That likest thy Narcissus are ? 

O, if thou have 

Hid them in some flow’ry cave, 

Tell me but where, 

Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the sphere ! 
So mays’t thou be translated to the skies 
And give resounding gT&ce to all heaven’s harmonies. 

Milton. 


THE WORLD. 


Unthinking, idle, wild, and young, 

I laughed, and talked, and danced and sung; 
And proud of health, of freedom vain, 
Dreamed not of sorrow, care, n*r pain : 
Concluding, in those hours of glee, 

That ail the world was made for me* 


But when the days of trial came, 

When sickness shook this trembling frame. 
When folly’s gay pursuits were o’er, 

And I could dance and sing no more. 

Ft then occurred, how sad ’twould be, 

Were this world, only, made for me! 
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QUEEN ELIZABETH AND THE COUNTESS OF NOTTINGHAM 


At the time when he was highest In her favour, Queen Elizabeth presented the Earl of Essex with a ring as a pledge, that, by 
sending it back to her, she would pardon any offence he might commit. When under sentence of death for high treason, Essex 
entrusted this ring to his relative, the Countess of Nottingham, to be delivered by her to the queen, as a claim on her promise 
of forgiveness. This ring the countess treacherously suppressed at the instance of her husband, who was the bitter enemy of Essex. 
The deceived queen, having waited in vain for the return of the ring, and being induced to believe that Essex was too proud to 
accept a pardon at her hands, and that he obstinately persisted in preferring death at once to a life granted by her clemency, she, 
after much hesitation and with great reluctance, brought herself to sign the warrant for his execution. He was beheaded within 
the Tower of London;—and with him pprished the peace of Elizabeth. Within two years after this event, the perfidious countess 
found herself on her death-bed. Agonized with remorse, she sent for the queen, confessed to her the suppression of the ring, and 
implored her forgiveness. 


Death stood beside a lordly dome 
As pitiless and dread 
As when within the peasant's home 
He smites the unhonour’d head: 

“ Haste! call the queen!'’—a feeble tone 
In fear and anguish cried, 

And she who sal on England's throne 
Bent at the sufferer’s side. 

The dying countess strove in vain 
Her last request to speak, 

Till tears of woe and dews of pain 
Blent on her ashen cheek. 

At length her quivering hand unclos’d, 
And, lo!—a ring was there, 

Of rare and radiant gems compos’d, 
Such as a king might wear. 

“ He for whose hand this ring was meet, 

I dare not speak his name, 

Bade me to lay it at your feet, 

And spare the scaffold’s shame. 

But I—and be my sin reveal’d, 

And my repentance keen, 

I—In stern hate that pledge conceal’d— 
Oh! pardon—gracious queen!” 

What did the jewell’d toy restore 
Within that royal heart?— 

Did maddening love revive once more 
In that convulsive start?— 


But who can scan her spirii’s frame 
As that fond pledge she view’d? 

While stern, her idol Essex came 
Back from his grave of blood! 

Re?ret, confusion, and remorse 
Her warring thoughts distress’d, 

And every heart-string’s rebel force 
Made conflict in her breast; 

Fierce passions o’er her fealureEspread, 
And, with a maniac grasp, 

She shook the countess in her bed, 

Even at the latest gasp. 

With flashing eyes and tottering knees 
She shriek’d, in accents shrill, v 
“ God may forgive you, if he please; 

But, no! I never will I”— 

Cold horror, like a blighting frost, 

Upon the dying fell, 

And, with one groan, the wretched ghost 
Bade its pale clay farewell. 

Yet scarce a few more suns serene 
O’er the proud palace sped, 

When, lo! high Tudor’s haughty queen 
Was with the crownless dead; 

And she th’ implacable did stand 
Before that Judge in Heaven 
Who gave the great, the dread command, 
“Forgive!—and be forgiven!” 
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THE TELESCOPE: 


OH, REASON AND FAITH. 

BT MRS. SARAH J. HALE. 


They tel] of constellations, 

Where stars unnumbered shine, 

In ether’s darksome depths concealed, 
Like diamonds in a mine; 

• That orbs of burning light are there 
Sown thick as flowers appear, 

When spring in living beauty comes 
To crown earth’s joyous year. 

How wonderful the mystery 
That Learning’s key can ope! 

The eye of proud Philosophy 
Directs his telescope ; 

The milky-way is paved with suns, 
Revealed before his sight; 

The Magellanic clouds shine out 
Fair worlds of life and light. 

And oh! what lovely visions 
Of clustering stars* are seen, 

Like fairies in their floating robes 
Of crimson, gold, and green; 

Or in that “purple light,” whose rays 
Seem caught from Love and Youth, 
And thus the blissful mansions form 
Of Purity and Truth. 

But vain may prove this knowledge, 

This vaunted light of mind, 

To lead the soul in onward search, 

The Source of Light to find: 

Oh, many wise astronomers 
In doubt and darkness grope! 

You n6 f er may learn who form’d the 9tars, 
With Reason’s telescope. 


I But Faith, the angel, bringeth 
> Her lens of Love divine, 

i Which needeth not the art of men 
< To polish and refine; 

\ Which needeth not the scholar’s lore, 

\ The science-practiced eye— 

\ The humblest soul that trusts in God 
| Hath (earn’d to read the 6ky. 

I Beyond the -constellations, 

Beyond those primal suns, 

Which seem but diamond points of light 
Faith’s strengthened vision runs;— 

Or guided by the clew divine, 

Which links the formless clod 
To Heaven’s blest throne, it reads in all 
The workmanship of God ! 

Ye Solons of philosophy, 

Look up with trusting eye, 

Faith’s lens within your telescope, 

So shall ye read the sky, 

And trace the glorious Maker’s hand, 

I And feel, as saith the Word, 

That «* many mansions” are prepared 
For those who love the Lord, 

• “ Mnny thousands of stars that seem to be only bril¬ 
liant points, when carefully examined are found to be, 
> in reality, systems of two or more suns, some revolving 
j about a common centre. These binary and multiple stars 
< nro so remote that they require the most powerful telescope 
\ lo show them sepnruiely. The double stars ore of various 
J hues, but most frequently exhibit the contrasted colors. 
f The larger star is generally yellow, orange, or red ; nnd 
$ the small star blue, purple, or green. Sometimes a white 
/ star is combined with a blue or purple, and more rarely a 
{ red and white are united.”— Mrs. Somerville . 



FELICIA HEMANS. 


No more, no more—O, never more returning, 

Will thy beloved presence gladden earth ; ! 

No more wilt thou with sad, yet anxious, yearning \ 
Cling to those hopes which have no mortal birth. f 
Thou art gone from us, and with thee departed, < 
How many lovely things have vanish’d too: 

Deep thoughts that at thy will to being started, 

And feelings, teaching us our own were true. j 
Thou hast been round us, like a viewless spirit, < 
Known only by the music on the air; \ 

The leaf or flowers which thou hast named inherit > 
A beauty known but from thy breathing there; j 
For thou didst on them fling thy strong emotion, j 
The likeness from itself thy fond heart gave; j 

As planets from afar look down on ocean, j 

And give their own sweet image to the wave. } 

And thou didst bring from foreign lands their trea- \ 
eures, i 

As floats thy various melodies along; 

We know the softness of Italian measures, \ 

And the grave cadence of Castilian song. 1 

A general bond of union is the poet, j 

By its immortal verse is language known, \ 

And for the sake of song do others know it— \ 

One glorious poet makes the world his own. 

And thou—how far thy gentle sway extended ! j 
The heart’s sweet empire over land and sea ; 
Many a stranger and fair flower was blended 

In the soft wreaih that glory bound for thee. \ 
The echoes of the Susquehanna’s waters \ 

Paused in the pine woods words of thine to hear, j 
And to the wide Atlantic’s younger daughters \ 
Thy name was lovely, and thy song was dear. i 

Was not this purchased all too dearly ?—never \ 

Can fame atone for all that fame has cost. > 

We see the goal, but know not the endeavor, \ 

Nor what fond hopes have on the way been lost. \ 
What do we know of the unquiet pillow, 

By the worn cheek and tearful eyelid presf, j 

When thoughts chase thoughts, like the tumultuous 5 
billow', | 

Whose very light and foam reveals unrest ? j 


We say, the song is sorrowful, but know not 
What may have left that sorrow on the song; 
However mournful words may be, they show not 
The whole extent of wretchedness and wrong. 
They cannot paint the long sad hours, pass’d only 
In vain regrets o’er what we feel we ore. 

Alas ! the kingdom of the lute is lonely— 

Cold is the worship coming from afar. 

Yet what is mind in woman but revealing 
In sweet clear light the hidden world below, 

By quicker fancies and a keener feeling 

Than those around, the cold and careless know ? 
What is to feed such feeling, but to culture 
A soil whence pain will never more depart ? 

The fable of Prometheus and the vulture, 

Reveals the poet’s and the woman’s heart. 
Unkindly are they judged—unkindly treated— * 

By careless tongues and by ungenerous words ; 
While cruel sneer, and hard reproach, repeated, 

Jar the fine music of the spirit’s chords. 

Wert thou not weary—thou whose soothing num¬ 
bers 

Gave other lips the joy thine own had not ? 

Didst thou not welcome thankfully the slumbers 
Which closed around thy mourning human lot ? 

What on this earth could answer thy requiring. 

For earnest faith—for love, the deep and true, 
The beautiful, which was thy soul’s desiring, 

But only from thyself its being drew. 

How is the warm and loving heart requited 

In this harsh world, where it awhile must dwell ! 
Its best affections wrong’d, betray’d, and slighted— 
Such is the doom of those who love too well. 
Better the weary dove should close its pinion. 

Fold up its golden wings and be at peace, 

Enter, O ladye, that serene dominion, 

Where earthly cares and earthly sorrows cease. 
Fame’s troubled hour has clear’d, and now 
replying, 

A thousand hearts their music ask of thine. 

Sleep with a light the lovely and undying 

Around thy grave—a grave which is a shrine. 

L. E. L. 




Religiously keep all promises and cove- j The ambitious labors of men to get great 
nants, though made to your disadvantage, estates, is but the selling of a fountain to buy 
though afterwards you perceive you might j a fever, a parting with content, to buy neces- 
have done better. 1 s By* 


135 



THE APPEAL OF MARIA THERESA 


BY LUCY HOOFER. 


The ceremonies attending the coronation of Maria Theresa, p* Qneen of TTnntrnry, nre well known, ho\v «he wore 
tie iron crown of St Stephen, amt rode to the Royal Mount on a superb charter waving her sword in defiance to 
the four corners of the earth : h*»w that afterwards in the banquet hull, brinj: ineoinuioded by the heat, she removed 
it from her head, white her luxuriant tresses hillin" upon her neck, the assembled Hunfftirian nobles were iniilleit 
with enthusiasTn by her beauty, her youth and her noble spirit. The scene on which the ml lowing lines were writ¬ 
ten. took place when in the asacmblcd Diet, she threw herself upon the tried fidelity and braver) ol her Hungarian 
nobles. 


Beautiful looked the lady 

When she wore the irou crown 
Beautiful at the banquet-hall 

With her shining hair unbound; 
And queenly at the Royal .Mount, 

As, with a warrior’s air, 

She boldly waved the flashing sword, 
And reined her charger there. 

But more beautiful the lady, 

With her calm and stately grace, 
Glancing with firm and steadfast eye 
On knight and noble*8 face; 

And casting to the idle wind 
A woman’s passing fear, 

She turned to that assembled throng— 
“ Nobles of Hungary ; bear 1 

« As men do gaze in thickest night 
Upon a single star, 

So shines to me your steadfast faith 
With promise from afar; 

[ place my trust upon your arms, 

On yours, the true and brave, 
For Hungary’s soil may never shield 
The coward or the slave 1 

“ I call unto my rescue now 

God and St. Stephen's aid; 

I gaze upon the swelling tide 
With spirit undisina)ed. 


< Nobles and knights of Hungary, 

) I pledge my queenly word 

J To guard lor you each sacred right— 

1 Who draws for me his sword ? 

; 

“ Now*, in mine hour of darkest fear, 

On you my hope I cast; 

Nobles and knights of Hungary 
Will ye not bide the blast? 

God shall defend my righteous cause 
i 1 call ye to the strife— 

Who for his leader and his qneen 
Will peril fame and life 1" 

And swords were from their scabbards flung, 
And speais were gleaming bright. 
While loudly thrilling accents rung, 

“St. Stephen for the right!— 

Lady! to thee our lives we pledge, 

' The peril w*e defy ; 

Marie Therese shall be our queen, 

Mane, our battle cry !" 

Noble and knight, on bended knee, 

Came from that throng apart, 

And bathed with tears her gentle hand 
Who bote so true a heart; 

And tears were in those shining eyes, 
Though flashed her spirit high, 

As louder swelled the thrilling wo;ds 
> “For thee we live or die!” 



PASSAGE UP LAKE GEORGE. 


BY O. H. COSTELL. 


Light moves the boat upon the lake; 

’Tis morning’s early hour, 

And scarce the slumbering zephyrs wake 
To fan the mountain flower. 

Silent and bright the waters lie 
Beneath Heaven’s summer canopy; 

The towering hills, with forests crown’d, 

That hem the lonely lake around, 

Its lovely bosom bright and blue, 

Pictures like polish’d mirror true. 

And as the vapors slowly rise, 

Like veil from peerless beauty’s eyes, 

A hundred Isles with dew-drops wet, 

That glitter in the morning sun, 

Like diamond.gems in emerald set. 

Greet the glad vision one by one. 

On moves the boat—no breeze—no tide— 
No bars the tranquil lake divide; 

Yet the gay fabric passes by 
Mountain and island gracefully ; 

*Tis Fulton’s magic ; yet by eye 
Unpractised in such mystery. 

As phantom might the bark be view’d, 
Careering here in solitude. 

Man’9 restless spirit stands subdued, 

’Mid nature’s sterner solitude. 

The boundless wood — the silent shore 
By countless ages wander’d o’er— 

The mountains and the rocks that stand 
Like guardian giants of the land ; 

While at their feet the mimic sea 
Sleeps on like cradled infancy— 

All breathe enchantment, and a spell 
Where purer, holier feelings dwell, 

That bid the astonish’d wanderer pause 
And bow before the Almighty cause.— 

His fever’d spirit feels a balm; 

The chastened wish comes gently o’er him. 
That oftner thus his soul were calm 
Ami |>rnceful as the scene before him. 
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Not aKvays thus hath tranquil been 
? This wild and lonely mountain scene,— 
l Yon fort, upon whose rugged brow 
^ Fantastic wreaths of wild-flowers grow, 
i Though all in ruins now, and rude, 

| Tells of the past—of deadly feud! 

j When struggling freedom first unfurl’d 
j Her banner o’er the western world, 

( Her stripes and stars were strangely seen 
J To mingle here with wildwood green; 
l And ’mid her native mountains flew, 

\ Columbia’s Fugle proud and true; 

) Nor quail’d when ’mid defiance high 

< The “Lion Standard’’ met the eye, 

| And bade the cannon’s thunders wake 
| The slumbering echoes of the lake, 
j When dancing plumes and helmets proud 

< Around the rival banners crowd ; 

1 And rifle’s crack, and savage yell 

< Told where the fated victim fell; 

i While martial music loud and long 
} Join’d chorus with the mad’ning throng ; 
i Still did Columbia’s patriot band 
'< Cling to their banner and their land, 

< Though freedom’s bark was tempest-toss’d 
\ And feared oft was triumph’s cost. 

| ’Tiso’er—and all the deadly fray 

| Like morning mist has pass’d away. 

\ The slayer and the slain are gone— 

\ Still’d is the trumpet’s thrilling tone— 

] The loud command, the signal true, 

I From rank to rank that hurrying flew, 
j Are hush’d, and all is silent now 
| On forest, lake, and mountain brow. 

\ ’Ti9 thus time’s current hurries by, 

| Regardless oi our pageantry. 

| The wave that bears conflicting life 
i Relentless closes o’er its strife ; 

< And parted scenes of pomp and pride 
j Leave scarce a ripple on its tide. 





LINES 

SUGGESTED BT A SCENE IN 44 MASTER HUMPHREY’S CLOCK.” 
BY LUCY HOOTER. 


• l Nelly bore upon her arm the little basket with her flowers, and sometimes stopped, with timid and modest looks, tn 

ofler them at some "ay carmine.There wns but one lady, who seemed to understand the child, and she 

wa.> one who sut alone in a handsome carriage, while two young men in dashing clothes, who had just dismounted 
from it, talked and laughed loudly nt u little distance, appearing to forget her quite. There were many Indies nil 
around, but they turned their barks, or looked another way, or at the two young men, (not unfavorably at /Arm,) 
and left her to herself. She motioned away a gipsey-woman, urgent to tell her fortune, saying, that it was told 
already, nml had been tor some, years, but called the child towards her. and luking her flowers, put money iuto her 
* trembling hand, and bade her go home, and keep at home, lor God’s sake.” 


Beautiful child! my lot is cast; 

Hope from my path hath for ever past; 
Nothing the future can bring to me 
Haih ever been shadowed in dreams to thee; 
The warp is woven, the arrow sped, 

My brain hath throbbed but my heart is dead: 
Tell ye my tale, then, for love or gold ?— 
Years have passed by since that tale was told. 


God keep thee, child, with thine angel brow, 
Ever as sinless and bright as now; 

Fresh as thd roses of earliest spring, 

The fair pure buds it ts thine to bring. 
Would that the bloom of the soul could be, 
Beautiful spirit! caught from thee; 

"Would that thy gift could anew impart 
The roses that bloom for the pure in heart. 

Beautiful child! may’st thou never hear 
Tones of reproach in thy sorrowing ear ; 
Beautiful child! may that cheek ne’er glow 


\ 

i 

f 
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With a warmer tint from the heart below: 

Beautiful child ! may’st thou never bear 
The clinging weight of a cold despair; 

A heart, whose madness each hope hath crossed, f 
Which hath thrown one die, and the stake hath lost, j 

Beautiful child ! why 9hould’st thou stay? > 

There is danger near thee,—away ! away ! \ 

Away ! in thy spotless purity; \ 

Nothing can here be a type of thee; < 


The very air, as it fans thy brow, 

May leave a trace on its stainless snow; 

Lo ! spirits of evil haunt the bowers, 

And the serpent glides from the trembling flowers. 

Beautiful child! alas, to see 
A fount in the desert gush forth for thee. 

Where the queenly lilies should faintly gleam. 
And thy life flow on as its silent stream 
Afar from the world of doubt and sin,— 

This weary world thou must wander in; 

Such home was once to my visions given. 

It comes to my heart as a type of heaven. 

Beautiful child! let the weary in heart 
Whisper thee once, ere again we part; 

Tell thee that want, and tell thee that pain 
Never can thrill in the throbbing brain, 

Till a sadder story that brain hat!> learned, 

Till a fiercer fire hath in it burned ; 

God keep thee sinless and undefiled, 

Though poor, and wretched, and sad, my child ! 

Beautiful being ! away, away ! 

The angels above be thy help and stay, 

Save thee from sorrow* and save thee from sin, 
Guard thee from danger w*ithout and within. 

Pure be thy spirit and breathe for me 
A sigh or a prayer when thy heart is free; 

In the crowded mart, by the lone wayside, 
Beautiful child ! be thy God thy guide. 






THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH. 

BY HENRY W. LONGFELLOW. 


Under a spreading chestnut tree ‘ 

The village smithy stands; ) 

The smith, a mighty man is he, 

With large and sinewy hands; • 

And the muscles of his brawny arms < 

Are strong as iron bands. i 

< 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long; \ 

His face is like the tan; ] 

Ili* brow is wet with honest sweat; < 

lie earns whate’er he can, \ 

And looks the whole world in the face, ] 

For he owes not any man. 

! 

Week out, week in, from morn till night, ■> 

You can hear his bellows blow; ■' 

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge, 
With measured beat and slow, ■ 

Like a sexton ringing the old kirk chimes • 
When the evening sun is low j 

And children coming home from school, \ 

Look in at the open door; \ 

They love to see the flaming forge, j 

And hear the bellows roar, j 

And catch the burning sparks that fly $ 

Like chatf from a threshing-floor. \ 


He goes on Sunday to the church, 

And sits among his boys; 

He hears the parson pray and preach, 

He hears his daughter’s voice, 

Singing in the village choir, 

And it makes his heart rejoice. 

It sounds to him like her mother’s voice, 
Singing in Paradise ! 

He needs must think of her once more, 
How in the grave she lies; 

And with his hard rough hand he wipes 
A tear from out his eyes. 

Toiling—rejoicing—sorrowing— 

Onward through life he goes : 

Each morning sees some task begin, 

Each evening sees it close; 

Something attempted—something done, 
Has earned a night’s repose. 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend, 
For the lesson thou hast taught! 

Thus at the flaming forge of Life 
Our fortunes must be wrought, 

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 
Each burning deed and thought. 
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THE BLIND BOY AND HIS SISTER 


BY MARY HO WITT. 


“ Oh, brother,” Raid fair Annie, 

To the blind boy at her side ; 

“ Would thou could'st sec the sunshine lie 
On hill and valley, and the sky 
Hung like a glorious canopy 
O’er all things far and wide ! 

“ Would thou could’st see the waters 
In many a distant glen ; 

The mountain flocks that graze around ; 

Nay, even this patch of stony ground, 

These crags, with silver lichen crowned, 

1 would that thou could'st ken! 

“ Would thou could’st see my face, brother, 
As well as I see thine ; 

For always what I cannot see 
It is but half a joy to me. 

Brother, I often weep for thee, 
let thou dost ne’er repine !*’ 

“ And why should I repine, Annie ?” 

Said the blind boy, with a smile ; 

“ I ken the blue sky and the gray; 

The sunny and the misty day; 

The moorland valley stretched away 
For many and many a mile ! 

“ I ken the night and day, Annie, 

For all ye may believe; 

And often in my spirit lies 
A clear light as of mid-day skies; 

And splendors on my vision rise, 

Like gorgeous hues of eve. 

li I sit upon the stone, Annie, 

Beside our cottage door, 

And people say, ‘ that boy isblind,’ 

And pity me, although I find 
A world of beauty in my mind, 

A never-ceasing store. 

I hear you talk of mountains, 

The beautiful, the grand ; 

Of splintered peaks so gray and tall ; 

Of lake and glen and waterfall; 

Of flowers and trees;—I ken them all; 
Their difference understand. 

“ The barbell and the gowan 
Are not alike to me, 

Are different as the herd and flock, 


> The blasted pine-tree of the rock, 

} The waving birch, the broad, green oak, 
| The river, and the sea. 

i “ And oh, the heavenly music, 

| That, as I sit alone, 

j Comes to mine inward sense as clear 

j As if the angel voices were 

| Singing to harp and dulcimer 

| Before the mighty throne ! 

I “ It is not as of outward sound, 

^ Of breeze, or singing bird ; 

< But wondrous melody refined ; 

< A gift of God unto the blind ; 

< An inward harmony of mind, 

■ By inward senses heard 1 

\ “ And all the old-world stories 

I That neighbors tell o’nights ; 

| Of fairies on the fairy mound, 

> Of brownies dwelling under ground. 

$ Of elves careering round and round, 

? Of fays and water-sprites : 

\ 

\ 

< “ All this to me is pleasantness,— 

\ Is all a merry show; 

5 I see the antic people play,— 

| Brownie and kelpie, elf and fay, 

| In a sweet country far away, 

\ Yet where I seem to go. 

\ But better far than this, Annie, 

< Is when thou read’st to me 

| Of the dear Saviour meek and kind. 

\ And how he healed the lame and blind. 

\ Am I not healed ?—for in my mind 

\ His blessed form I see ! 

'< 

| « Oh, love is not of sight, Annie, 

< Is not of outward things ; 

| For, in my inmost soul I know 
| His pity for all mortal wo; 

| Ilis words of love, spoke long ago, 

j Unseal its deepest springs ! 

| “ Then do not mourn for me, Annie, 

| Because that I am blind ;— 

| The beauty of all outward sight; 

\ The wondrous shows of day and night; 

All love, all faith, and all delight, 

Are strong in heart and mind ! 
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THERE’S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE 


This admirable ballad is from the pen of a poor schoolmistress named, Jkak Adams. It hns been ascribed to Mr. 
Mtckle, the translator of the Lusiad, but with taint authority. The sixth stanza, beginning, “ The canid blasts,” was 
an interpolation of Dr. Deatlie, the celebrated author of the “ Minstrel.”— Willis. 


And are ye sure the news is true ? 

And are ye sure he’s weel ? 

Is this a time to think o’ wark ? 

Ye jaudes, fling by your wheel. 

Is this a time to think o’ wark, 

When Colin’s at the door ? 

Rax me my cloak,—I’ll to the quay, 

And see him come ashore. 

For there’s nae luck about the house, 
There’s nae luck at a’; 

There’s little pleasure in the house, 
When our gudeman’s awa 

And gi’e to me my biggonet, 

My bishop’s satin gown, 

For I maun tell the baillie’s wife 
That Colin’s come to town. 

My Turkey slippers maun gae on, 

My hose o’ pearl blue; 

’Tis a’ to please my ain gudeman, 

For he’s baith leal and true. 

For there’s nae luck, &c. 

Rise up and mak’ a clean fireside; 

Put on the mnckle pot; 

Gi’e little Kate her cotton gown, 

And Jock his Sunday coat : 

And mak’ their shoon as black as slaes, 
Their hose as white as snaw; 

It’s a’ to please my ain gudeman, 

For he’s been lang awa’. 

For there’s nae luck, &c. 

There’s twa fat hens upon the bauk, 
They’ve fed this month and mair ; 

Mak’ haste and throw their necks about, 


FRIENDSHIP WHICH 

In the tempest of life when the wave and the gale, 
Are around and above, if thy footing should fail, 

If thine eye should grow dim, and thy caution depart, 
Look aloft and be firm and be fearless of heart. 

If the friend who embraced in prosperity’s glow 
With a smile for each joy and a tear for each wo, 
Should betray thee; when sorrow like clouds are 
arrayed, 

Look aloft to that friendship which never shall fade. 


That Colin weel may fare ; 

And spread the table neat and clean, 

Gar ilka thing look braw; 

For wha can tell how Colin fared, 

When he was far awa’, 

For there’s nae luck, &c. 

Sae true his heart, sae smooth his speech, 
His very breath like caller air; 

His very foot has music in’t, 

As he comes up the stair. 

And will I sec his face again ? 

And will I hear him speak ? 

I’m downwright dizzy wi’ the thought,— 
In troth I’m like to greet. 

For there’s nae luck, &c. 

The cauld blasts o’ the winter wind, 

That thirl’d through my heart, 

They’re a’ blown by, I ha’e him safe, 

Till death we’ll never part; 

But what puts parting in my head ? 

It may be far awa’; 

The present moment is our ain, 

The neist we never saw. 

For there’s nae luck, &c. 

Since Colin’s weel, I’m weel content. 

I ha’e na mair to crave ; 

Could I but live to mak’ him blest, 

I'm blest aboon the lave : 

And will I see his face again ? 

And will I hear him speak ? 

I’m downright dizzy wi’ the thought,— 

In troth, I’m like to greet. 

For there’s nae luck, &c. 


NEVER SHALL FADE. 

Slionld they who are dearest—the son of thy heart, 
The wife of thy bosom, in sorrow depart, 

Look aloft from the darkness and dust of the 
tomb, 

To the soil where affection is ever in bloom. 

And O ! when death comes in terrors to cast, 

Ilis fears o’er the future, his pall o’er the past. 

In that moment of darkness, with hope in thy heart 
And a smile in thin© eye, look aloft and depart. 
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THE REBUKE. 

John viii. 1—12. 


Fair o’er the city’s minarets 
Arose the glorious sun ; 

Flooding the air with purple light, 

E’re day was scarce begun : 

And sweetly on the lofty hills 
The golden radiance lay ; 

While mists that rose from waking rills, 

Crept silently away. 

A crowd was in the temple 
Of awe-struck listening men ; 

For 11 words of spirit and of life,” 

Were spoken even then : 

They bowed their heads in silence, 

While the Redeemer spoke, 

And light more glorious than the day, 

Upon their spirits broke. 

Then came the Scribes and Pharisees, 

With looks and steps of pride : 

And brought a trembling woman, 

To the blessed Saviour’s side : 

They told her tale of sin and shame, 

With boasting words, and high : 

And asked that he would judge her, 

But asked in mockery. 

They tempted him with sounding words, 

That filled the crowd with awe; 

How Moses had in olden time, 

Avenged the broken law : 

Only upon the Saviour’s brow 
Arose no answering spot: 

But “ he stooped, and wrote upon the ground, 
As though he heard them not.” 


\ Again ! with louder voices 
J The fearful charge was made ; 

1 Then, Jesus lifted up himself, 

i And to the leaders said ; 

> «« Let him whose soul hath never yet, 

j By passion-storms been rent, 

I Nor turned aside to vanity, 

\ Begin the punishment.” 

( 

/ 

I There were tones of love and sorrow 
In each softly uttered word : 

But they fell with wondrous power, 

, On every ear that heard ; 

| There was majesty within them, 

| That none dared disobey, 

j And one by one in silence, 

i The accusers stole away. 

! Left with the pure and sinlesft, 

How stood the guilty then ? 

1 She—who had quailed in terror, 

| From the searching glance of men ! 

! Again—like music on her ear 

| Fell that sweet pitying tone, 

> “ Hath none condemned thee woman ? 

jj Are thine accusers gone ?” 

\ With quiv’ring lip and tearful eye, 

\ She gave a meek assent; 

J For the holy love of Jesus, 

Had her sinful spirit bent : 

And soothingly, and healingly, 

| Came that soft voice once more ; 

$ “ Neither do I condemn thee : 

\ But go and sin no more.” n. M. 


A REFLECTION AT SEA. 


See how beneath the moonbeam’s smile 
Yon little billow heaves its breast, 
And foams and sparkles for awhile, 

And murmuring then subsides to rest. 


| Thus man, the sport of bliss and care, 
\ Rises on time’s eventful sea, 

i And having swelled a moment there, 

S Thus melts into eternity. 
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LOOK ON THIS PICTURE 


BY CHARLES - SPRAGUE. 


O, IT is life ! departed days 

Fling back their brightness while I gaze— 

’Tis Emma’s self—this brow so fair. 

Half curtained in this glossy hair, 

These eyes, the very home of love, 

The dark twin arches traced above, > 

These red-ripe lips that almost speak, ' 

The fainter blush of this pure cheek, \ 

The rose and lily’s beauteous strife— \ 

It is—ah no 1—’tis all but life. j 

S 

’Tis all but life—art could not save j 

Thy graces, Emma, from the grave ; 

Thy cheek is pale, thy smile is past, > 

Thy love-lit eyes have looked their last; j 

Mouldering beneath the coffin’s lid, ( 

All we adored of thee is hid ; j 

Thy heart, where goodness loved to dwell, \ 
Is throbless in the narrow cell : j 

Thy gentle voice shall charm no more ; / 

Its last, last, joyful note is o’er. \ 

Oft, oft, indeed, it hath been sung, > 

The requiem of the fair and young ; j 

The theme is old, alas ! how old, j 

Of grief that will not be controlled, j 

Of sighs that speak a father’s wo, \ 

Of pangs that none but mothers know, \ 

Of friendship with its bursting heart, < 

Doomed from the idol-one to part— j 

Still its sad debt must feeling pay, i 

Till feeling, too, shall pass away. 1 


O say, why age, and grief, and pain, 

Shall long to go, but long in vain; 

Why vice is left to mock at time, 

And gray in years, grow gray in crime ; 
While youth, that every eye makes glad, 
And beauty, all in radiance clad, 

And goodness, cheering every heart, 

Come, but come only to depart; 

Sunbeams, to cheer life’s wintry day, 
Sunbeams, to Hash, then fade away. 

9 Tis darkness, all! black banners wave 
Round the cold borders of the grave ; 

There when in agony we bend 
O’er the fresh sod that hides a friend, 

One only comfort then we know— 

We, too, shall quit this world of wo; 

We, too, shall find a quiet place 
With the dear lost ones of our race; 

Our crumbling bones with theirs shall blend. 
And life’s sad story find an end. 

And is this all—this mournful doom ? 

Beams no glad light beyond the tomb ? 

Mark how yon clouds in darkness ride; 

They do not quench the orb they hide ; 

Still there it wheels—the tempest o’er, 

In a bright sky to burn once more; 

So, far above the clouds of time, 

Faith can behold a world sublime— 

There, when the storms of life are past, 

The light beyond shall break at last. 



RICHARD BEFORE JERUSALEM 


BY 8 . TEACKLE WALLACE. 


The evening rays glide slowly down behind Mori- j 
ah’s hill, | 

And air, and grove, and sky above with purple glory > 

fill— | 

On yonder mount a pilgrim stands, before whose < 
downcast eye, j 

The beauties of the chosen land in sad perspective j 
lie; 

A man of giant strength he seems, in knighthood’s j 
noblest guise, < 

And rich in all the pride of form that high-born ladies < 
prizes J 

Beneath the crest that, weeping, hangs adown his ; 

batter’d helm, j 

In bruised, though burnished glory, sits the crown of j 
Albion’s realm, j 

And, e’en in wo, he shines the star of all the Chris- j 
tian ring, ? 

The stoutest, boldest, proudest knight, the lion-hearted > 
king ! j 

lie turns to gaze on Salem’s land, the land he swore j 
to save, | 

Beholds each tree and turret dipt in sunset’s gorgeous j 
wave— | 

But not to him does sunset bring one beauty in its 
beam, 

Nor dwells his eye in ecstasy on Cedron’s gilded 
stream ; 

But tear on tear comes coursing down his scarr’d and ’ 
furrow'd cheek, 

And sighs rush forth would rend that heart, if it were 
made to break— 

He hides his face, behind the shield so oft in triumph 
borne, 

And flings the useless falchion down, and turns aside 
to mourn ’ 

Before him, Salem’s battlements gleam in the bles¬ 
sed sun, 

While Paynim crescents glisten high above the wall 
they’ve won, 

And every breeze that sweeps across fair Judah’s 
captive plain, 
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But wafts,'lo taunt the Christian host, the Muezzin’s 
evening strain. 

In vain he lifts his eyes for aid to yonder glorious 
Heav’n— 

No more, from Him on high, is aid to Christian pil¬ 
grim giv’n ; 

And still, as brightly hangs the sky above the Mos¬ 
lem’s home, 

As when a thousand Christian prayers thence rent its 
cloudless dome ! 

The monarch gazed, ’till o’er the scene the mists of 
twilight came, 

While darkly wrestled in his soul his sorrow and kis 
shame, 

And slowly then, as star by star rose twinkling 
through the gloom, 

With long, and sad, and deep farewell, he left his 
Saviour’s tomb— 

In after days, he bore his lance as proudly as 
before, 

But never sparkled in his eye the beam of days of 
yore : 

Not woman’s smile could win his breast to heed the 
things it loved, 

Not all the pomp of regal pride his gathered sorrow 
moved. 

He entered list, and measured blade, and drove each 
foeman down, 

But not the tide of knightly praise his settled wo 
could drown ; 

And oft, amid the pageant’s gleam, his manly form 
would start, 

As visions from the Paynim land would shake the 
lion-heart. 

Whene’er the joyless list was o’er, he’d bid hi* min¬ 
strel bring 

The lute and harp that once were his, and deeds of 
battle sing, 

But, e’er amid their thrilling notes, the one that 
moved him most, 

Was that which told the mournful tale, how Salem’s 
land was lost! 



THE STARS* 


FROM LAMARTINE. 


It is the hour for thought—a holy hour— j 

When twilight steals from its celestial home, i 

And day to distant mountains bids farewell. j 

Far in the western horizon, her robe j 

Sweeps slowly o’er the firmament obscure, J 

Where, in the azure, the dim stars revive. j 

Those globes of fire, those isles of living light, < 

Spring up by thousands from dispersing shade, j 

Luke golden dust beneath the steps of Night; j 

And eve’s soft zephyr, stealing o’er her path, j 

Sows them by clusters in the brilliant sky,— j 

Some hover o’er the summit of the woods, j 

As if celestial bird, with rapid wing j 

Had strown in opening, sparkling sheaves of light ; 
Others in waves extend themselves in air, 

Like pebbles glistening with the ocean foam; 

These, like a courser Hying to the goal, 

Fling to the winds the long and flowing mane ; 

Those, half reposing on the distant sky, 

Seem soft eyes opened o’er a sleeping world ; 

While on the edge of th’ etherial vault, 

Light stars are floating in the azure pure, 

As white-robed sail from distant ports returned, 

O’er ocean glistening in the morn obscure. 

Of those bright orbs, subliinest of His works, 

God only knows, the number, distance, age— 

£>ome growing old, are fading from our view; 

Others are lost in ether’s far otT depths; 

While some, like flowers, new springing fromFis hand, 
Kise, with a glory radiant of youth, 

And dart at once into the fields of space— 

Their new born being, man salutes and names. 

Amid this pure, celestial, radiant throng, 

One mild and solitary star I view, 

Which speaks of consolation to my heart; 

Whose glory, veiled in robes of mystery, 

To me recalls a look which beamed on earth,— 
Perhaps—ah ! will it not to its far home 
Convey at least the name which love lias given. 

Meanwhile the night moves on, and in th’ abyss 
These floating worlds their silent path pursue; 

While we, borne with them in their onward course 
Towards an unknown port, ourselves advance. 

Often by night, while zephyrs gently breathe, 

Earth seems a vessel floating in the air. 

Her mountains, covered with a brilliant foam, 

• The fair translator, in sending ns this fine poem, states 
that it has previously been communicated by her to the 
Columns of a country newspaper.— Ed. 


Cleave with a steady course the restless wave— 

On azure billows now majestic rides, 

While ’gainst her prow aerial surges dash, 

And through her masts the fitful breezes moan, 

And man floats o’er the fathomless abyss, 

Secure, confiding in the Pilot’s faith. 

Suns, wandering worlds, which sail through space 
with us, 

Say, if ye can, to what celestial port 
The unseen hand of Deity now guides? 

Are we, in realms of silence and of wo, 

On some vast rock at midnight to be thrown, 
Strewing immensity with heaps of wreck ? 

Or, wafted gently to some brighter shore, 

And on the eternal anchor ever fixed, 

On waves serene, peaceful and safe to ride ? 

You, who float nearest the celestial vault— 
Perchance, ye sparkling worlds, our fate ye know. 
That purer ocean, where you tranquil glide, 

More lively glories opens to the view, 

More brilliant yc than us, your knowledge more, 

For light the emblem is of holy truth. 

Might I believe the language of your rays, 

Silvering the forest’s high, transparent dome, 

Or sudden glanciug o’er the troubled waves, 

Calming the fury of the ocean foam— 

That hallowed radiance, milder far than day, 
Breathing of love, of virtue and of prayer— 

Might I believe th’ instinctive soft desire, 

Which towards you directs the sight of love, 

The eye of beauty, dream of long lost bliss, 

The eagle’s and the poet’s loftiest flight, 

Temples of Eden ! brilliant palaces ! 

Ye arq the abodes of innocence and peace,— 

All that we seek of truth and holy love, 

Those fruits, which fallen from heaven we taste on earth 
Forever nourish, in your purer climes, 

The favored children of a happier life ; 

And man, restored to his celestial home 
May there find all he loved and lost on earth. 

Alas! how oft in vigils of the night, 

When the freed soul its holiest worship pays, 

I fain would soar above this low abode, 

And ’mid the dazzling spheres which I behold 
Join your bright throng, ye radiant flowers of heaven, 
Beside whose splendor earthly flowers are dim— 
Another star in heaven’s pavement sown, 

To ope’ beneath the footsteps of my God, 
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Or sparkle on liis brow, the palest gem 
Amid the glories of his diadem. 

In the pure crystal of the azure waves, 

Recalling oft to mind my natal globe, 

Each night, alone, to linger would I come 
With soft light beaming on the mounts of earth, 
Beneath the forest’s leafy arch’s glance, 

Sleep on the meadows, float upon the waves, 

And gently pierce the veil of flying clouds, 

Like glance of love, half hid by modesty— 

To man would I my holiest visits pay; 

And if there is on earth a pensive brow, 

If there are eyes which know no gentle sleep, 

Souls bathed in sorrow, hearts oppressed with care, 
Pouring their sacred griefs before God’s throne, 

My ray, winged by the magic power of love, 

Shall on the darkened brow delight to dwell, 

Its gentle radiance, around them shed, 

Shall on their bosoms rest, smile in their eyes ; 

To them will I reveal, in words sublime, 


The secret which misfortune only knows ; 

Dry up their tears ; and when in morning’s eye 
My face grows pale upon the distant sky, 

Its last look, as it meets their softened gaze, 

Shall leave them still a vague and holy dream 
Of mingling peace and hope, and worn with sighs, 
Yet they may softly sleep before the dawn. 

And you bright sisters, my companion-stars, 
Enamelling the blue etherial plains, 

Measuring your footsteps by the lyres of heaven, 
And mingling in their high harmonious strains 1 
I follow you in this celestial chain, 

Led by the power which moves you safely on— 

Ye through this wilderness my steps shall guide, 
This labyrinth of fire, wherein the gaze 
Wearies, and in immensity is lost 
Still shall ye teach my soul to praise, to love 
Him whom we seek, perchance whom ye behold, 
Till lost in glory’s fount, our trembling rays, 
Throughout eternity partakes this bliss. 


NIGHT. 


BT CATHARINE 

Night shineth through her glittering robe in majesty 
and power, 

The silent stars a flood of light in dazzling radiance 
shower, 

The distant hills, the smiling vales, are bathed in its 
pure beams, 

While the fair queen of summer eve gilds the glad 
running streams. 

She cometh in her loveliness, that bright and envied 
one, 

To pour the treasure of her heart in solitude 
alone ; 

To bend upon the fresh green earth in thankfulness 
the knee, 

For the bright blessings and the gifts, great God, 
which flow from thee. 

The thrilling of the silver lute may sound in stately 
halls, 

But softer strains of music sing in murmuring water¬ 
falls, 

The gleaming of a thousand lights may blend in radi¬ 
ance bright, 

But pale—before the eternal orb, that gems the clouds 
of night. 

Night is the time for gentle thought—a calm, and 
solemn time,—■ 

A voice is in the whispering wind, and in the waters’ 
chime, 


H . W . E S L I V G . 

j A holy power, a spirit guard, around our path is 

1 thrown— 

Oh! how much nearer God we are in the still night 
alone. 

To note his wonders one by one burst on the watch- 

I ing eye, 

The glorious harmony that rules the far-spread bound¬ 
less sky, 

The studded roof that canopies the world with living 
light— 

Thine is the time for solemn thought, thou still, mys¬ 
terious night. 

Faith dwelleth not in fretted domes, where chiselled 
columns wear 

The pride of man—an earthly taint still darkly lingers 
there ; 

But ’mid the wilds of nature stands the temple, and 
its dome 

The vaulted skies, where the strayed heart can find 
again its home. 

Wherever stands a giant rock, or springs a budding 
tree, 

Where’er a gushing streamlet leaps, they ever speak 
of thee; 

And though awhile our wayward feet in error’s paths 
may fall, 

Still there’s a ray that lures them back—the lamp 
above us all. 



VALEDICTORY STANZAS 


BY THOMAS CAMPBELL. 


[The recent death of the celebrated author of \ 
«« The Pleasures of Hope,” gives a new interest to 
whatever he has written. Among the most spirited 
of his minor poems, is the following Valedictory ; 
Stanzas to J. P. Kemble, composed for a public 
meeting held in June, 1817. They will bear reading 
over until every line is remembered.— Ed ] 

Pride of the British stage, 

A long and last adieu ! \ 

Whose image brought th’ heroic age 
Revived to Fancy’s view. 

Like fields refreshed with dewy light 
When the sun smiles his last, 

Thy parting presence makes more bright 
Our memory of the past; 

And memory conjures feelings up 
That wine or music need not swell, 

As high we lift the festal cup 
To Kemble ! fare thee well! 

His was the spell o’er hearts 
Which only acting lends,— 

The youngest of the sister Arts, 

Where all their beauty blends : 

For ill can Poetry express 

Full many a tone of thought sublime, 

And Painting, mute and motionless, 

Steals but a glance of time. 

But by the mighty actor brought, 

Illusion's perfect triumphs come— 

Verse ceases to be airy thought, 

And Sculpture to be dumb. 

Time may again tevive, 

But ne’er eclipse the charm, 

When Cato spoke in him alive, 

Or Hotspur kindled warm. 

What soul was not resigned entire 
To the deep sorrows of the Moor,— 

What English heart was not on fire 

With him at Agincourt? s 

And yet a majesty possessed \ 

His transport’s most impetuous tone, j 

And to each passion of his breast \ 

The Graces gave their zone. \ 

High were the task—too high, 

Ye conscious bosoms here ! 

In words to paint your memory 


Of Kemble and of Lear; 

But who forgets that white discrowned head, 
Those bursts of reason’s half-extinguish’d glare, 
Those tears upon Cordelia’s bosom shed, 

In doubt more touching than despair, 

If ’twas reality he felt ? 

Had Shakspeare’s self amidst you been, 
Friends, he had seen you melt, 

And triumphed to have seen! 

And there was many an hour 
Of blended kindred fame, 

When Siddons’s auxiliar power 
And sister magic came. 

Together at the Muse’s side 

The tragic paragons had grown— 

They were the children of her pride, 

The columns of her throne, 

And undivided favor ran 

From heart to heart in their applause, 

Save for the gallantry of man, 

In lovelier woman’s cause. 

Fair as some classic dome, 

Robust and richly graced, 

Your Kemble's spirit was the home 
Of genius and of taste :— 

Taste like the silent dial’s power, 

That when supernal light is given, 

Can measure inspiration’s hour, 

And tell its height in heaven. 

At once ennobled and correct, 

His mind surveyed the tragic page, 

And what the actor could effect, 

The scholar could presage. 

These were his traits of worth 
And must we lose them now ! 

And shall the scene no more show forth 
His sternly pleasing brow! 

Alas, the moral brings a tear !— 

’Tis all a transient hour below; 

And we that would detain thee here, 

Ourselves as fleetly go! 

Yet shall our latest age 

This parting scene review :— 

Pride of the British stage, 

A long and last adieu ! 
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WILLY AND THE BEGGAR GIRL. 


44 An apple, dear mother !” < 

Cried Willy, one day, I 

Coming in, with his cheeks < 

Glowing bright, from his play. ' 

44 I want a nice apple, . 

A large one and red.” 

44 For whom do you wish it?’* * 

His kind mother said. \ 

< 

14 You know a big apple j 

I gave you at noon; j 

And now for another, j 

My boy it’s too soon.” I 

14 There’s a poor little girl f 

At the door, mother dear,” ! 

Said Will, while within j 

His mild eye shone a tear. ■; 

44 She says, since last evening j 

She’s eaten no bread. j 

Her feet are all naked, j 

And bare is her head. j 

Like me, she’s no mother j 

To love her, I’m sure, » 

Or she’d not look so hungry j 

And ragged and poor. | 

14 Let me give her an apple ; > 

She wants one I know ; ' 

A nice, large, red apple,— ^ 

Oh ! do not say no.” j 

First a kiss to the lips j 

Of her generous boy, > 

Mamma gave with a feeling 
Of exquisite joy— 

For goodness, whene’er ^ 

In a child it is seen, <> 

Gives joy to the heart J 

Of a mother, I ween— ] 

And then led him out, where, * 

Still stood by the door, 

A poor little beggar-girl 
Ragged all o’er. 

11 Please ma’am, I am hungry,” 

The little thing said, 

44 Will you give me to eat * 

A small piece of bread.” i 

44 Yes, child, you shall have it; 

But who sends you out 
From dwelling to dwelling 

To wander about ?” ) 


A pair of mild eyes 

To the lady were raised ; 

44 My mother’s been sick 
For a great many days. 

So sick she don’t know me.” 

Sobs stifled the rest— 

And, heavld with young sorrow 
That innocent breast. 

Just then from the store-room— 

Where wee Willy ran, 

As his mother to question 
The poor child began— 

Came forth the sweet boy, 

With a large loaf of bread, 

Held tight in his tiny hands 
High o’er his head. 

44 Here’s bread and a plenty! 

Eat little girl, eat !” 
lie cried, as he laid 

The great loaf at her feet. 

The mother smiled gently, 

Then, quick through the door 
Drew the sad little stranger 
So hungry and poor. 

With words kindly spoken 
She gave her nice food, 

And clothed her with garments 
All clean, warm, and good. 

This done, she was leading 
Her out, when she heard 
Will coming down stairs 
Like a fluttering bird. 

A newly bought leghorn 
With green bow and band, 

And an old, worn out beaver 
He held in his hand. 

44 Here ! give her my new hat,” 

He cried,— 44 I can wear 
My black one all summer 
Its good—you won’t care— 

44 Say ! will you, dear mother ?” 

First out through the door, 

She passed the girl kindly ; 

Then quick from the floor 
Caught up the dear fellow— 

Kissed and kissed him again, 

While her glad tears fell freely* 

O’er his sweet face like rain. A. 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE YEAR. 

BY MISS MARY C. DENVER* 


The spirit of the year is flown; 

Tiie harp with song no more is strung, 
That like a mountain seraph’s tone, 

Wild melody around us Hung. 

The chords were touched with mystic power, 
And hearts vibrated to the strain, 

That, even in that solemn hour 

Commingled pleasure with its pain. 

The chords were touched,—and proudly rose 
That song of the departed one ; 

While life was drawing to a close, 

Ere yet its lingering task was done. 

As rose its strain upon the air, 

And cast on earth its magic spell, 

A tone of sadness mingled there, 

In token of its last farewelL 

“ I join the noble dead,”—it said, 

As passed the shadow of its wing; 

<* I go to join the mighty dead, 

The greatness of their deeds to sink. 

I stand upon that yielding shore, 

Whose dark waves gather round me fast; 
And lo ! to greet me, come once more 
The kingly rulers of the Past. 

Thou, of the many diadems ! 

Before whose silent waves I stand , 

My beautiful, my priceless gems 
I give into your jewelled hand. 

Xenia O. 


The gladness that was won’t to twine 
Around my harp’s wild minstrelsy ;— 
Warm hearts that knelt before my shrine, 
These, ore my offerings to thee. 

I shook the blossoms from my wing, 

To herald my departure hence, 

And bade the forest flow’rets sing 
My dirge of summer excellence. 

I see them now beside that gTave 
That open, waits for me the while ; 

They turn upon the silent wave, 

And greet me with their solemn smile. 

| “ I come, not as a captive comes, 

’ Enchained from dark disastrous war ; 

t Whose thought in tortured madness roams,— 
| I am a kingly conqueror. 

The hearts of millions are my own, 

Whose gladness to the grave went down ; 
Their deep unchanging love ray throne— 
Their tears, the jewels of my crown. 

“ Ye shadowy sisters of the Past, 

Whose mighty love is o’er me spread, 

I feel I am your own at last— 

| One, numbered with the noble dead. 

{ I enter now that silent home, 
j I hear the sad winds breathe my knell ; 
j Lost ones, and loved ! I come, I come, 

* Ear ill and earth’s children, all farewell.’’ 


% 



TO WILLIE, IN THE WEST. 


You have heard the wayward things, 

I in sport can do; 

So you need not wonder, Willie, 

If I rhyme for you ; 

Marvel not if nonsense flows 
From my white-wing’d pen; 

Know you not, “ the wisest relish 
Nonsense now aud then ?” 

Out among the western «« clearings,” 

Have you never seen 
Any thing that looked like fairies, 

Tripping o’er the green ? 

I can scarcely think a landscape, 

Quite complete without them, 

So if you should see them, Willie, 

Send us word about them. 

Seek them when the friendly moonlight 
Sleeps among the trees, 

Then (Pm told) they hold their revels 
“ Thick as blackberries 
Peep in every flower-cup 
For the little elves, 

Sometimes in their merry sports, 

There they hide themselves. 

I profess a faith in fairies 
Quite behind the age, 

Now that argument and reason i 

Seem to be the rage ; j 

Scarce a flower bursteth open, ' 

With a sudden spring, ^ 


j But I deem “ a passing fairy, 

| Touched it with her wing.” 

f 

. When the far-off stars go shooting 

j Through the gloom of night, 

j They to me are only tokens 
\ Of a fairy’s flight; 

And the twilight’s pleasant music, 
Lulling, low and long, 

I 1 Bird, and breeze,and distant streamlet 

Make one fairy song ; 

And the radiant summer heavens 
j With their thousand lights ; 

| And the beauty of the sunset, 

| These are fairy sights. 

] Yet my fairies are not such 
! As the thoughtless deem, 

j Fays and sylphs of idle legends, 
Creatures of a dream : 

But—sweet bursts of warm affection, 
Feelings pure and true, 

All that hallows recollection, 

Is a fairy too. 

Every act of loving kindness, 

Every pure delight, 

Is a fairy monitor 
Leading us aright. 

Willie—heed the gentle teachings 
Of this spirit band, 

Then thy western home will be 
One bright fairy land. 




H. M. 



STANZAS ON THE CLOSE OF A YEAR 


BT JOHN MALCOLM. 


And it hath gone into the grave of time— 

The past—the mighty sepulchre of all! 

That solemn sound—the midnight’s mournful chime, 
Was its deep dead-bell—but within the hall 
The old and young hold gladsome festival.— 

What hath it left them thus to cause such joy ?— 
Grey hairs to some—and hearts less green to all, 

And fewer steps to where their fathers lie 
Low in the church-yard cell—cold—dark—and 
silently ! 

Strange time for mirth!—when round the leafless 
tree 

The wild winds of the winter moan and sigh, 

And while the twilight saddens o’er the lea, 

Mute every woodland’s evening melody— 

Mute the wild landscape—save where, hurrying by, 
Hoars the dark torrent on its headlong flight, 

Or, slowly sailing through the black’ning sky, 

Hoots unto solitude the bird of night, 

Seeking the domeless wall—the turret’s hoary height 

And yet with nature, sooth, we need not grieve; 
She does not heed the woes of human kind . 

No : for the tempests howl, the waters heave 
Their hoary hills unto the raging wind, 

And the poor bark no resting-place can find; 

And friends on shore shall weep—and weep in vain, 
For, to the ruthless elements consign’d, 

The seaman’s corpse is drifting through the main, 
Ne’er to be seen by them, nor heard of e’er again ! 

Now o’er the skies the orbs of light are spread, 
And through yon shoreless sea they winder on;— 
Where is the place of your abode, ye dead? 

To what far regions have your spirits gone ? 

But ye are silent—silent as the stone 
That gathers moss above your bed of rest, 

And from the land of souls returneth none 
To tell us of the place to which we haste ; 

But time will tell us all—and time wull tell us best 


How still—how soft—and yet how dread is all 
The scene around !—the silent earth and air ! 

What glorious lamps are hung in Night’s high hall! 
Her dome—so vast, magnificent, and fair ! 

Oh ! for an angel’s wing to waft me there! 

How sweet, methinks, e’en for one little day, 

To leave this cold, dull sphere of cloud and care, 
And, midst the immortal bowers above, to stray 
> In lands of light and love—unblighted by decay l 

I ’ Surely there is a language in the sky— 

A voice that speaketh of a W’orld to come ; 

It swells from out thy depths, Immensity ! 

And tells us, this is not our final home. 

As the toss’d bark amidst the ocean’s foam, 

Hails, through the gloom, the beacon o’er the 
wave; 

So from life’s troubled sea, o’er which we roam, 

I The stars, like beacon-lights beyond the grave, 

Shine through the deep, o’er which our barks we 
hope to save ! 

Now gleams the moon on Arthur’s mighty crest, 
That dweller of the air—abrupt and lone; 

I Hush’d is the city in her nightly rest; 

But hark !—there comes a sweet and solemn tone. 
The lingering strains, that swell’d in ages gone. 

The music of the wake—oh ! many an ear, 

Raised from the pillow gentle sleep hath flown, 

Lists with delight, while blend the smile and tear, 

As recollections rise of many a vanish’d year. 

It speaks of former scenes—of days gone by— 

Of early friendships—of the loved and lost— 

And wakes such music in the heart, as sigh 
Of evening wooes from harp-strings gently crost; 

And thoughts and feelings crowd—a varied host, 

O’er the lone bosom from their slumbers deep, 

Unfelt amidst its winter’s gathering frost, 

Till the soft spell of music o’er it creep, 

And thaw the ice away, and bid the dreamer weep! 



